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THE

IRISH

A SPRIG OF SHILLELAH, &c

tUppii-l^^i
O LOVE is the soul of a neat I-rish-man,He

ip^iiiipl^s
loves all the lovely,loves all that he can, With his

iiiii^piiil
sprig of shil-le-lah, and shamrock so green,

A
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His heart is good-humour'd, 'tis ho-nest and

m^^^m
sound, No maliceor hatred isthere to be found; He

coilrts and he marries, he drinks, and he fights, For

^^iipiiii
love, all for love, for in that he delights,With his

s-^-m4—-4

sprig of shillelah, and shamrock so green.
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Who has e'er had the luck to see Donnybrook fair,

An Irishman all in his glory is there,

With his sprig of shillelah, and shamrock so

green.

His clothes spick and span new, without e'er a speck,

A neat Barcelona tied round his nate neck §

He goes to a tent, and he spends his half-crown,

He meets with a friend, and for love knocks him

down,

With his sprig of shillelah, and shamrock so

green.

At ev'ning returning, as homeward he goes,

His heart soft with whisky, his head soft with blows

From a sprig of shillelah, and shamrock so green,

He meets with his Sheelah, who, blushing a smile,

Cries, " Get ye gone, Pat," yet consents all the

while.

To the priest soon they go ; and nine months after

that,

A fine baby cries, " How d'ye do, father Pat,

*' With your sprig of shillelah, and shamrock s©

" green ?

"

2
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Bless the country, say I, that gave Patrick his birth,

Bless the land of the oak, and its neighbouring earth.

Where grows the shillelah, and shamrock so

green.

May the sons of the Thames, the Tweed, and the

Shannon,

Drub the French who dare plant at our confines a

cannon

:

United and happy at loyalty's shrine,

May the rose and the thistle long flourish and twine

Round a sprig of shillelah and shamrock so green-.
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PADDY MACSHANE S SEVEN AGES.

TO THE SAME AIR.

If my owa botheration don't alter my plan,

I'll sing seven lines of a tight Irishman,

Wrote by old Billy Shakespeare of Ballyporeen.

He said while a babe I lov'd whisky and pap,

That I mewled and puk'd in my grandmother's lap

;

She joulted me hard just to hush my sweet roar.

When I slipp'd through her fingers down whack on

the floor.

What a squalling I made sure at Ballyporeeft,

When I grew up a boy, with a nice shining face,

With my bag at my back, and a snail-crawling

pace,

Went to school at old Thwackum's at Ballypo-
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His wig was so fusty, his birch was my dread,

He learning beat out 'stead of into my head.

Master Macshane, says he, you're a great dirty dolt,

You've got no more brains than a Monaghan colt

;

You're not fit for our college at Ballyporeen.

When eighteen years of age, was teas'd and per-

plext

To know what I should be, so a lover turn'd next,

And courted sweet Sheelah of Ballyporeen.

I thought I'd jusr take her to comfort my life.

Not knowing that she was already a wife

:

She ask'd me just once that to see her I'd come,

W hen I found her ten children and husband at home^

A great big whacking chairman of Ballyporeen.

I next turn'd a soldier, I did not like that,

So turn'd servant, and liv'd with the great Justice

Pat,

A big dealer in p'ratoes at Ballyporeen.

With turtle and venison he lin'd his inside.

Ate so many fat capons, that one day he died.
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So great was my grief, that to keep spirits up,

Of some nice whisky cordial I took a big sup.

To my master's safe journey from Ballyporeen.

Kick'd and toss'd so about, like a weathercock

vane,

I pack'd up my awls, and I went back again

To my grandfather's cottage at Ballyporeen.

I found him, poor soul ! with no legs for his hose,

Could not see through the spectacles put on his

nose
;

With no teeth in his head, so death cork'd up his

chin ;

He slipp'd out of his slippers, and. faith I slipp'd

in.

And succeeded poor Dennis of Ballyporeen.
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SMA^LOU.

There was an I-rish lad, Wholov'd a cloister'd

ii^i^ppis
nun, And it made him ve - - ry sad, For

«^ »--»—--r-a^-^-^iBB!J±El
what was to be done. He thought it was a

^^^^fc
big shame, A most confound-ed sin, That

^i^^M
she could not get out at all,And he could not get



n

^isiei^p
in ; Yet he went ev'rj day, he could do nothing

isssg^
more, Yet he went ev'ry day un-to the convent

£E^:
door. And he sung sweetly, Smalilou, smalilou,

sma- li - lou; And he sung sweet-ly,

m.
——P-*»

^te
Smalilou, gramachree, and Paddy Whack.

To catch a glimpse of her

He play'd a thousand tricks
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The bolts he tried to stir,

And he gave the wall some kicks :

He stamp'd, and rav'd, and sigb'd, and pray'd,

And many times he swore,

The devil burn the iron bolts !

The devil take the door !

Yet he went ev'ry day, he made it a rule

;

Yet he went ev'ry day, and look'd like a fool,

Though he sung sweetly, &c.

One morn she left her bed.

Because she could not sleep.

And to the window sped.

To take a little peep ;

And what did she do then ?

I'm sure you'll think it right j

She bade the honest lad good day,

And bade the nuns good night.

Tenderly she listen 'd to all he had to say.

Then jumpt into his arms, and so they ran away,

And they sung sweetly, &.c.
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THE TWIG OF SHILLELAH.

Mulrooney's my name, I'm a co - mi - cal

boy, A tight lit - tie lad at shil-le-lah ; St

i^ipiiiiili
Pad-dy wid whisky he suckled me, joy, A-

ippii:

iii^i^ai
ig the sweet bogs of Ki-la-lah. The
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/-N

world I be-gan with a prospect so fair, My

^H^S iE=^

dad was worth , and I was his heir ; So

all my estate was a heart free from care, And a

r:l

tight little twig of shil-le-lah.

'* Turn Captain," cried dad, " and if kilt in the

" strife,

" Success and long life to shillelah !

'' Your fortune is made all the rest of your life,

" As sure as there's bogs in Kilalah."
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But thinks I, spite of v/hat faaae and glory bequeath.

How conceited I'd look in a fine laurel wreath,

Wid my head in my mouth to stand picking my

teeth

Wid a tight little twig of shiilelah.

Yet firmly both Ireland and England I'll aid,

The lands ©f oak-stick and shillelah
;

For now these two sisters are man and wife made,

As sure as there's bogs in Kilalah.

I'll still for their friends have a heart warm and

true
;

To their foes give my liand, for what else can I do?

Yes, I'll give 'em my hand—but, along wid it too,

A tight little twig of shiiielah.
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DERMOT AND SHEELAH.

IHigiii^
As Dermot toil'd one summer's daj, Young

Sheelah, as she sat beside him, Fairly stole his

E^lEp^E|ipE£^Ml
pipe a - way ; Oh, then, to hear how she

lf-~^^

-1^-

did de-ride him* Where, poor Dermot, is it

ii^
gone. Your li - ly li - ly loo - die ? They've
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EEREgB^S
left you no - thing but the drone, And

Sia^gB
that's yourself,younoo- die. Beam, bum, boodle.

* ii^g^liEi:f==t
loo - die, loo - die. Beam, bum, boo - die.

gjpip^ggfeiy

loo-dle, loo. Poor Dermot's pipe is lost and

gone, And what will the poor de-vil do ?

Fait now I am undone, and more.

Cried Dermot—Ah ! will jou be easy ?

Did you not steal my heart before ?

Is it you have made a man run crazy ?

3
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I've nothing left me now to moan ;

My lilj lily loodle,

That us'd to cheer me so, is gone

;

Ah, Dermot ! thouVt a noodle.

Beam, bmn, boodle, loodle, loodle,

Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loo ;

My heart, and pipe, and peace, are gone.

What tiext "will cruel Sheelah do ?

Then Sheelah, hearing Dermot vex,

Cried, Fait 'twas little Cftpid mov'd me.

You fool, to steal it out of tricks.

Only to see how much you lov'd me.

(Some, cheer thee, Dermot, never moan.

But take your lily loodle.

And, for the heart of you that's gone.

You shall have mine, you noodle.

Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loodle,

Beam, bum, boodle, loodle, loo :

Sheelah's to church with Dermot gone ;

And, for the rest—what's tliat t© you ?,
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PADDY O BLARNEY.

'S±
:fi.-hfc'm P B^

M k<

^
=t=:

Is't my coun-try you'd know ? I'm an

gi^ii^ilii
Irishmanborn,And they christen'dme Paddy O'

^Pthstz

iiii"s=i^#i
Blar-ney ; In hay - making time I stept

'±z==.-===i-z=s=l-j.-M==it~±-

o-ver one morn, All the way from the

3
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xr—
Lakes of Killarney : Turn'd my hand to just

what - e - ver came in mj way, To be

sure, while the sun shin'd I did not make hay

—

(Spoien.)—Well then, you know the wives and

daughters of the farmers won't—well, they

I
^-

iPli^-OESit
Have plenty of cause to remember the day. When

li^is
first they saw Paddy O'Blarney.



Then what does I do ? The next calling I seeks,

Ah I the world for the Lakes of Killarnej !

I cries mackarel alive that were caught for six

weeks,

Ah ! let alone Paddy O'Blarnej.

Then fresh-gather'd strawberries, so sound and so

sweet,

"With just half a dozen at top fit to eat

(Spoken.)— ' Ah, madam, you need not e:camine

them ; bless your two good-looking eyes, they

are full to the bottom, paper and all.' " Well,

I'll trust to you—I dare say you won't cheat me."

So I coaxes her up, and herself makes her cheat

;

Ah, fait, let alone Paddy O'Blarney.

Next I turn''d to a chairman, and got a good job,

Ah, the v.orld for the Lakes of Killarney !

I harangued at a famous election the mob,

Ah! let alone Paddy O'Blarney.

Then to see how his honour and I did cajole

;

He knock'd down his flats Vv'ith words, and I mine

with my pole :
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(Spoken.)—Then, you know, when they came to

chair him, I was no longer, you see, an odd man^

for there was a j)air of chairmen
;
—

And sure such a pair was ne'er seen, by my soul,

As his Honour and Paddy O 'Blarney.

But this notion of greatness was none of the worst,

Ah ! the world for the Lakes of Killarney !

Having play'd second fiddle, I thought Fd play first.

Can't ye let alone Paddy O'Blarney ?

So, swearing to plunder, and never ta squeak,

I my qualification took out, and turn'd Greek.

(Spoken.)—Ah I to be sure we did not make a

pretty dovehouse of our Pharaoh Bank. Let me

see, we pigeoned, aye, and pluck'd them com-

pletely too.

Four tradesmen and six bankers clerks in one week

;

Will you let alone Paddy O'Blarney ?

A big man in all circles so gay and polite.

Ah ! the world for the Lakes of Kiilarney !.
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I found one who larnt grown-up jolmen to write,

Just to finish gaj Paddj O'Blarnej.

I first larnt my name, till so fond of it grown,

I don't say I'd better have let it alone :

(Spoken.)—But by my soul and conscience it had

like to have finished me in good earnest, for you

see I just wrote——

Another jolman's signature 'stead of my own ;

What a devil of a Paddy O'Blarney !

But since Fate did not choose for to noose me that

day.

Ah ! the world for the Lakes of Kiilarney !

With a Venus of ninety I next ran away j

What a fine dashing Paddy O'Blarney

!

So marriage turn'd out the best noose of the two ;

The old soul's gone to heav'n, I'm as rich as a Jew:

(Spoken.)—So that if any jolman has an occasion

for a friend, or a lady for a lover, or, in short, if

any body should wish to be disencumbered of

the uneasiness of a wife, or a daughter, or a
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purse, or any such kind and civil sarvlce, that

can be performed

By a gentleman at large that has nothing to do.

Let me recommend Paddy O'Blarney.

SPRIG OF SHILLELAH.

TO THE SAME AIR.

Pm a comical fellow, I tell you no fib.

And I come from the bogs of Killaley
j

You may see Pm the thing, by the cut of my jib.

And they christen'd me Teddy O'Reilly.

I ask'd dad for a fortune. He answer'd so smart,

He'd got none for himself, so none could he part.

(Spoken.)—And so, d'ye see, I began the world

With an Irish estate—that's a true honest heart,

And a snug little sprig of shillelah.
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Dad's blessing along with me, off then I goes 5

Success to the bogs of Killalej

;

And Erin go hragh was the motto I chose,

Like a sound-hearted Teddy O'Reilly ;

For if she did not flourish, what good could I do ?

Och, and then for her friends I've a heart warm and

true :

(Spoken.y—And as for her enemies, och, to be sure

now, and I would'nt give them a hand I

Och, yes, but I would, and along with it too,

A nate little sprig of shillelah.

Then I came to this town, where the world's all

alive
;

Success to the bogs of Killaley !

And soon I learnt how many beans go to five j

What a wonderful Teddy O'Reilly !

My pockets were empty, my heart full of glee

:

Och ! that was meat, drink, washing, lodging to

me.
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(Spokefi.')—And then the young vargins ! Och, to

be sure, and I didn't make a few conquestesses

;

and the laurels, my dear jewels, the laurels
;

arrah, and is it the laurels you're after meaning

Och, the laurel that bangs all creation for me,

Is a tight little sprig of shillelah.



33

PADDY BULLS EXPEDITIOX.

Air—Lansolee.

SiEi jrirfcr^-;^:

When I took my de - pai- - ture from

Dublin's sweet town, And for England's own

self thro' the seas I did plow, For four long

days I was toss'd up and down, Like a

gliiipigilia
quid of chew'd hay in the throat of a cow.

C
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PPiiSspg
WhiJe afraid offthe deck in the ocean to slip. Sir, I

Epipi mi^__«_-

clung, like a cat, a fast hold for to

keep, Sir, Round a-bout the big post that grows

MM^^
out of the ship, Sir ; Oh ! I ne-ver thought

i^^iiSis;
more to sing Lan-go-lee.

Thus standing stock-still all the while I was moving,

Till Ireland's dear coast I saw clean out of sight

;

Myself, the next day—a true Irishman proving

—

When leaving the ship, on the shore for to light j
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As the board they put out was too narrow to q^nax-

ter,

The first step I took, T was in such a totter,

That T jump'd upon land—to my neck up in wa-

ter :

Oh ! there was no time to sing Langolee.

But as sharp cold and hunger I never jet knew

more,

And my stomach and bowels did grumble and

growl,

I thought the best way to get each in good humour,

Was to take out the wrinkles of both, by my
soul.

So I went to a house where roast meat they pro-

vide, Sir,

With a whirligig, which up the chimney I spied,

Sir,

Which grinds all their smoke into powder besides^

Sir:

'Tis true as I'm now singing Langolee.



Then I went to the landlord of all the stage-coaches,

That set sail for London each night in the week.

To whom I obnoxiously paid my approaches,

As a birth aboard one I was come for to seek :

—

But as for the inside, I'd not cash in my casket

:

Says I, With your leave, I make bold, Sir, to

ask it

;

When tlie coach is gone off, pray what time goes

the basket ?

For there I can ride, and sing Langolee.

When making his mouth up, The basket, says he.

Sir,

Goes after the coach a full hour or two
;

Very well, Sir, says I, that's the thing then for

me, Sir;

But the devil a word that he told me was true.

For though one went before, and the other behind.

Sir,

Thej set ofl^ cheek-by-jov/l at the very same time.

Sir :
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So the same day at night, I set out by moonshine,

Sir,

All alone, by myself, singing Langolee.

O, long life to the moon, for a brave noble crea-

ture.

That serves us with lamp-light each night in the

dark,

While the sun only shines in the day, which by

nature

Needs no light at all, as you all may remark.

But as for the moon—by my soul I'll be bound,

Sir,

It would save the whole nation a great many

pounds, Sir,

To subscribe for to light him up all the year round,

Sir,

Or I'll never sing more about Langolee.

3
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CUSHLAMACllREE.

Air—Pastheen Fuen.

Siliii^
Dear E -rin, how sweetly thy green bo-som

lines P-
—

ri - ses, An e - me - raid, set in the

iipiiiiiii^
ring of the sea ; Each blade of thy meadows my

irliiiiiygii
faith-ful heart pri-zes, Thou queen of the
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t, the world's Cusli-la-m;

iiiiiiil
'ide to the

west, the world's Cush-la-ma-chree. Thy

gates o - pen v^'ide to the poor and the

stran-ger ; There smiles hos - pi - ta - li - ty,

hear-ty and free : Thy friendship is seen in the

moment of dan-ger, And the wan-d'rer is

iiiiSiiiiiiiii
welcom'd with Gushlamaeliree.
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Thy sons they are brave, but the battle once over.

In brotherly peace with their foes they agree
;

And the roseate cheeks of thy daughters discover

The soul-speaking blush, that says Cushlama-

chree.

Then flourish for ever, my dear native Erin,

While sadly I wander, an exile from thee !

And firm as thy mountains, no injury fearing,

May Heaven defend its own Cushlamachree.
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SHEEI.AH S WEDDING.

Ain-^St Patrick's Dm/ in the Momin!'.

^^q:r:

OcH, I sing of a weddings and that at Dun-

Ica-rj, And a wed-ding's no time to be

iiiPiPiiiiii
moping and drea - rj ; So a wed-ding took

PiiPi^ii^i
place be-tweea Pat and his dea-rj, Who

long had at Cu-pid been frowning. But at
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length, d'ye see, they resolv'd to be tied, Paddy

Shan-non the bridegroom, and Shee-lah the

bride: For, d'ye mind, af-ter that, Whispers

iclah to Pat, "•Arrah,dear,l

*' may have a ba-by; And then, love," says

Sheclah to Pat, "•Arrah, dear, how I blush .' but I

? te=t: iiii
she, " Och, how hap - py we'll be, On St

^y= ^ r—.—J-

Patrick's day in the morning !"
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Well, the time being settled, to church they were

carried,

With some more lads and lasses, to see the pair

married,

Who vow'd that too long from the parson they tar-

ried
;

For who would such sweet things be scorning?

Then at church, arrah, yes, you may fancy them

there
;

Sure the priest tied them fast, you may ycry well

swear

;

And when it was done,

Och, what laughing and fun

Took place about something, and throwing the

stocking

;

While the blythe boys and girls

Talk'd of ringing the bells.

On St Patrick's day in the morning.

Now at home safe and snug, and the -wedding-day

over,

Sure the bride and the bridegroom w'ere both left

in clover,
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Which Paddj so pleas'd, that hereafter a rover,

Och, he swore he should ever be scorning.

For Paddy, d'ye see, was so fond of his wife,

That he vow'd they'd be cozy and loving for life

;

While so frisky they'd sing,

Summer, winter, and spring, ,

Arrah, would they, because in nine months, i

about it,

Why, a sweet little Pat

May squall out, and all that.

On St Patrick's day in the morning.
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IRISH DRINKING SONG,

liiliiEgiiiilEli
Of the an-cients it's speak-ing mj

soul you'd be af-ter. That they never got

3EE"^"

liow came you so; Would you se-rions--lY

make the good folks die -.vith iaugiitior ? To be

I)
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S^^i^ll
sure their dogs tricks we don't know, To be

'^^^1^.
sure their dogs tricks we don't know. With your

iEtiiii^iili
sma-li-low non-sense, and ill your queer

in^m^^g
bodderns. Since whis-ky's a li - quor di-

-f^k^^m
vine. To be sure the old an-cients, as

Well as the modems,Did not love a sly sup of goocl.
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iiiS^ilpi
wine, Did not love a sly sup of good

wiae.

Apicius and /Esop, as authors assure us,

Would swig till as drunk as a beast

;

Then what do 3-0*1 think of that x'ogue Epiciurus ?

Was not he a tight hand at a feast ?

With your smalilow, &Co

Alerander the Great, at his banquets who drank

hard,

When he no more worlds could subdue,

Shed tears, to be sure, but 'twas tears of the

tankard,

To refresh him, and pray would not you ?

With your smalilow, &c.

Then that other old fellow they call'd Aristotle,

Such a devil of a tippler v/as he,

2
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That one night having taken too mUeh of his bot-

tle,

The taef stagger'd into the sea.

With your smalilow, £cc.

Then they made what they calPd of their wine a

libation,

Which, as all authority quotes,

They threw on the ground—musha, what bodera-

tion !

To be sure 'twas not thrown down their throats.

With your srmaliiow, 6££.
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WAS THE BOY FOR BEWITCHING EM.

iiniiii^pi
I WAS the boy for be-witch-ing 'em,

iiiH^Hii^i
Whether good-humour'd or coy j All cried, when

siiag^i
I was be-seeching 'em, "Do what y<

le, joy." " Daughters, be caut" will with me, joy." " Daughters, be cautious and

I7\

'' Steady," Mo-thers would cry out for fear^

3
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0. _•. B-

^ ^ ]^ ^^m
Won't jou take care now of Ted - dy ?

f7\

-^^m
Oh ! he's the de - vil, my dear !" For

i
K=:3—15 Hi^^mizzw.

I was the boy for be-witch-ing 'em,

Whe - ther good - hu - mour'd or coy j

^n^mli2:z:

All cried, when I was be-seeching 'em,

g:^ppiia
Do what you will with me, joy.
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From ev\-y quarter I gather'd 'en?.

Very few rivals had I

;

If I found any, I feather'd 'em,

That made 'em plaguily shy.

Pat Mooney my Sheelah once meeting,

I twig'd him beginning his clack
;

Says he, " At my heart I've a beating,"

Says I, " Then take one at your back,''

For I was the boy, &:c.

Many a lass that v»'ould fly av/ay

When other wooers but spoke.

Once if I took her, I die avv\iy,

' There was an end of the joke.

Beauties, no matter how cruel,

Hundreds of lads though they'd cross'd,

When I came nigh to them, jewel,

Melted like mud in a frost.

For I was the boy, &:c.
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MR GRlMGRUFFI>aiOFF.

rzrzis:

Can an Irishman practise such guile, with a

}—-—^—dH—7 ^—g»- -f—H— "fzzbtJ

s

la - dj so sweet to dis - sem - ble, And

¥^
? :fc i

when he would make the rogue smile, to

iHiliilgigii
think but of ma - king her trem-ble ? In-

p^fe^iiisi
deed, Mis - ter Grim - gruf - fin - hofF, if



Oo

-—^

—

g--^

these are the rigs you mvist run, You may

jspspiiii
think yourself mighty well oif, that you're

:&iz:fe=i=l:1ze:

on- -Ij a gao - ler for fun. Mis - ter

^^iiii^tti
GrimgruffinhofF, Mis-ter Grimgruffinhoff, Is

^^ili^a
on-ly a gaoler for fun.

To be sure 'tis a comical plan, when two married

folks disagree,

To pop them, as soon as you can, both under a

huge lock and key.
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Should we blab of this project of ours, to cure

matrinaonial pother,

One half of the world, by the powers ! wouid very

soon lock up the other.

Mr Grimo-ruffinhoff, Mr GrimgruffinhofF,

Would very soon lock up the other.

Oh Liberty, jolly old girl ! in dear little Irelandji

you knoAv,

You taught me to love you so well, they never

can make me your foe ;

My practice will nothing avail j and this little

frolic once o'er.

Never give me the key of a gaol, unless it's to

open the door.

Mr GrimgrufKnhofF, Mr GrimgruffinhofF,

Will only open the door.



55

"SUMPER SQUniE JONES.

Isfe
V '

Ye good fel-lows all, Who love to be

told where there's cla - - ret good store, At-

j
tend to the call of one who's ne'er frighted, But

:^zt iiisp^P
greatlj de lighted with six hot- ties mon
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IMm^^^Mh
Be sure jou don't pass the good

house Monejglass, Which the jol - ly red

-^-k.^-r-

b:fc:^:bi
:i-i:

god so pe-cu-liarly owns; 'Twill well suit your

humour, for pray what would you more, Than

-W-— t iilzzzszzzs.

I;=FE=F-t^̂ ^-

rairth with good claret, and bumpers, Squire Jones?
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Ye lovers who pine

For lasses, who oft prove as cruel as fair.

Who whimper and whine for lilies and roses.

With eyes, lips, and noses, or tip of an ear :

Come hither, I'll shew you how PliiUis and Chloe

No more slaall occasion such sighs and such

groans ;

For what mortal so stupid as not to quit Cupid,

When call'd by good clr.ret, and bumj^ters, Squire

Jones ?

Ye poets who write,

And brag of your drinking fam'd Helicon's brook,

Though all you get by't is a dinner oflimes,

In reward for your rhymes, with Humphry the

dttke J

Learn Bacchus to follow, and quit your Apollo,

Forsake all the Muses, those senstlcss old

drones

;

Our jingling of glasses your rhyming surpasses,

When crown'd with good claret, and bumpers,

Squire Jones.

E
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Ye soldiers so stout.

With plenty of oaths, though not plenty of coin.

Who make such a route of all your commanders.

Who serv'd us in Flanders, and eke at the Boyne;

Come leave off your rattling of fighting and bat-

tling.

And know you'd much better to sleep with whole

bones

;

Were you sent to Gibraltar, your note you'd soon

alter.

And wish for good claret, and bumjiers, Squire

Jones.

Ye clergy so wise,

Who mysteries profound can demonstrate clear.

How worthy to rise, you preach once a-week.

But your tithes never seek above once in a year j

Come here without failing, and leave off your rail-

ing

*Gainst bishops providing for dull stupid drones

;

Says the text so divine. What is life without wine?

Then away with the claret, a bumper, Squire

Jones,
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Ye lawyers so just,

Be the cause what it wull, who so learnedly plead.

How w^orthy of trust, you know black from white.

Yet prefer wrong to right, as you're chanc'd te

be fee'd

;

Leave musty reports, and forsake the king*s courts.

Where dulness and discord have set up their

thrones,

Burn Salkeld and Ventri,s, with all your d n'd

entries,

And away with the claret, a bumper, Squire

Jones.

Ye physical tribe.

Whose knov/ledge consists ia hard words and

grimace,

Whene'er you prescribe, have at your devotiott

Pills, bolus, or f»otion, be what will the case :

Pray where is the need to purge, blister, or bleed ?

When ailing yourselves, the whole faculty owns,

That the forms of old Galen are not so prevailing

As mirth with good claret, and bumpers^ Squire

Jones.

9
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Ye fox-hunters, eke,

That follow the call of the horn and ^the hound.

Who jour ladies forsake before they awake.

To beat up the brake where the vermin is found j

Leave Piper and Blueman, shrill Dutchess and

Trueman
;

No music is found in such dissonant tones

:

Would you ravish jour ears with the songs of the

spheresr

Hark ! awaj to the claret ! a bumper, Squire

Jones.
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MR O GALLAGHEK,

O WHAT a dainty fine thing is the girl I love!

She fits my finger as neat as a Lim'rick glove ;

^mm. ^4 4 4-^

If that I had her just down by yon

^^P^fe
P-
—

P-

^—^—k** m^^^

mountain side, It's there I would ai her if

Ega i±=Z±
she would be- come my bride. The
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ipprgSHiii^
skin on her cheek is as red as Eve's apple ; Her

TT^
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Toorfel lei loo-rel lei too-rel lei loo-rel la,

iHiiiilig]
Toorel lei loorel lei toorel lei loorel la. She

cock'd up hercock'd up her nose, cried, No, Mister O'-

Gal-la-gher.

O Cicely, my jewel, the dickens go with you ! why.

If that you're cruel, it's down at your feet I'll lie j

'Cause you're hard-hearted, I'm melted to skin and

bone !

Sure you'd me pity to see me both grtint and groan.

But all I could say, her hard heart could not mol-

lify ;

StiU she would titter, and giggle, and look so shy
j
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Then with a frown I'm desir'd not to follow her

:

Isn't this pretty usage for Mr O'Gallagher ?

Toorel lei, Sec.

'Twas at Balligallj, one Easter, I met with her^

Into Jem Garvey's I went, where I sat with her

;

Cicely, my jewel, if that thou wilt be my own.

Soon Father Luke he will come, and he'll make us

one.

On hearing of this, how her eyes they did glister

bright

!

Cicely, my jewel, I'll make you my own this night.

When that she found me determin'd to follow her,

I'm yours, she then cried out, sweet Mr O'Gal-

lagher.

Toorel Icl, &c.
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JUDY OFLANNIKIN

yrf/H

—

Hum ours of Linerkk.

Oh, whack ! Cu - pid's a man - al -kin,

I^g^iiii^lii
Smack on mj back he hit me a pol-ter j

-ligiiiiiipii
Good lack ! Jn - dj O' - Flan - ni - kin !

Dearlj she loves neat Loonej Mactwoltea:.
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^^^^
Ju-dy's my dar-ling, my klss-es she

:^r::^=jir-*z5fi^^mm
suffers 5 She's an heiress, that's clear, For her

:_:3: p
fa-ther sells beer ; He keeps the sign of the

Gow and the Snuffers. She's so smaff^

e^it-^ m
From my heart I cannot bolt her. Oh, whack!

Ju-dy O'Flan-ni-kin I She is the girl for

m^mM E^
Looney Mactwolter.
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Oh hone ! good news I need a bit

;

We'd correspond, but learning would choak her'

Mavrone .' I cannot read a bit

;

Judj can't tell a pen from a proker.

Judj's so constant I'll never forsake her
;

She's as true as the moon,

Onlj one afternoon

I caught her asleep with a hump-back'd shoemakers

Oh, she's smart

!

From my heart

I cannot bolt her.

Oh, whack ! Judj O'Flannikin !

She is the girl for Looney Mactwolter.
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WHAT CAN THE MATTER BE.

m^^m
At sixteen years old you could get lit-tle

A ^ N— ^mmMmw^
good of me; Then I saw No -rah, who

^ii^g^pi
soon understood of me, I was in love—but my-

^^^^
self, for the blood ofme, Could not tell what I did
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il. 'Twas dear, dear, what can the matter be^

Och, blood and 'ounds ! what can the matter be?

ztztzt
i=i:b

—f-^
\i4=:±i

Och, gramachree, what can the. mat-ter be ?

Bother'd from head to the tail.

I went to confess me to Father O'Flannagan,

Told him my case—made an end—then begaa

Father, says I, make me soon my own man a^ain,

If you find out what I ai.l.

F



Dear, dear, says he, what can the matter be?

Och, blood and 'ounds, can jou tell what the

matter be ?

Both cried, What can the matter be ?

Boiher'd from head to the tail.

Soon I fell sick—I did bellow and curse again
;

Norah took pity to see me at nurse again ;

Gave me a kiss: och, zounds I that threw me worse

again !

"Well she knew what I did ail.

Bat, dear, dear, says she, what can the matter

be ?

Och, blood and 'ounds, what can the matter be ?

Och, gramachree, what can the matter be ?

Bother'd from head to the tail.

'Tis long ago now since I left Tipperary

;

How strange, growing older, our nature should

vary !

All symptoms are gone of my ancient c^uandary
;

I ainnot tell now what I ail»
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But, dear, dear, what can the matter be ?

Och, blood and 'ounds, what can the matter

be?

Och, gramachree, what can the matter be ?

Bother'd from head to the tail.

MUEPHY O CASLY

TO THE SAME AIR.

WhE-n first from Kilkenny, as fresh as a daisy,

The girls of our village all swore I was crazy

;

Arrah, maid, wife, or widow, could never be

easy,

If once, joy, I came in their way.

And it's dear, dear, what can the matter be ?

Oh botheration, joy, what can the matter be ?

2



Such a fellow as Casey, they swore there could

never be,

For at romps, faif, I spent the whole day.

But soon as Miss Jenny fell into my way, Sir,

As dull as a sparrow I rambled all day. Sir,

I strove to speak to her, but nothing could say,

Sir,

But phililu, what is't I ail ?

And dear, dear, what can the ffiattef be ?

Oh, dear, what can the matter be ?

The neighbours all laughing, cried, "What can

the matter be ?

Murphy O'Casey looks pale.

Our xninds scarce made up, a rude press-gang as-

sail'd nae,

And the' I tipp'd them leg-bail, my jewel, soon

nail'd nae,

Jonteel by the collar along the streets trail'd me,

And lodg'd me a-top of a ship—



(Spoken.)—Where thej left me and half a doieii

more, poked up In a hen-coop, all alone bj my-

self, singing——

Dear, dear, what can the matter be ?

Oh, musha whack, honej, what can the matter

be?

But what of all that? sure I'm now safe returu'd

from sea

;

Wa'n't it a delicate trip ?
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WHEN I WAS A CHICKEN.

Air-—Geary Owen,

When I was a chicken, as^ high as a

hen, Bj the priest I was bo-ther'd my

gfe^^^N $
les - son to ken j

*' As an oak you must

sjfei
5pPi=fe=

bend," says old Fa-ther O'Rook, "First im-
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*' pression's the thing ;" then he threw down his

^^m
book, While in rap-tures he took a young

jte^gEPi
girl by the hand, To give ab-so-lu-tion, as

ilipiii^^
I un-der-stand ; Oh ho ! thinks I, you're a

m ^m3s^=~pt=^-
forestalling thief, I'll fol-low be-fore ye, and

^i}pl=l
turn a new leaf, "With my ta ral la la ral la
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l^iliiF^''''^
ta ral la la, and ta ral la la ral la

ta ral la la, ta la ta la ta la la la ral la

iiiiiiilii^ii
la ral la la ta la ral la la.

When a few twtlvemoaths olier, says I to myself,

I'll turn out a master, and pocket the pelf

;

So I wash'd off the sias frona my penitent fair.

Before they committed them,— conscience was clear:

*Tw^as this stampt my fame, and business increao'd,.

For the ladies all flock'd from the north, south, and.

east.

To receive dispensations and pardons for crime,

While they simper 'd, " Dear Father, am I coine-

" in time,

^' For your ta ral la," Sic.
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Now snug in possession of every thing fine,

A heart full of love, and a house full of wine^

V/ith a levee of beauty, delightful my trade is,

To give absolution to innocent ladies ;

While Father O'Rook turns his eyes in despair,

Talks of bending of oaks, and reclaiming the fair :

" First impression," says I, " told me this was the

•' way,

** To attend on the ladies, mom, noon, night, and

" day,

' With my ta ml la," &c.



78

THO LEIXLIP IS PUOUD.

y/in—Humours of Glen.

Tho' Leix-lip is proud of its close shady '

griiiSiisiEiip
bowers, Its clear fall - ing wa-ters, its

murm'ring cascades, Its groves of fine myrtle, its

=^=g
beds of sweet flowers, Its lads so well

drest, and its neat pret - ty maids. As
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us?— 1^
i

. . r^ I Sa 0$t _
US?

'^

each his own vil-lage will still make the

:*rf=r(
:sz^ ^1^1^
most of, In praise of dear Car -ton I

hope I'm not wrong; Dear Car - ton, con-

^Egji^^:
tain-ing what kingdoms may boast of, 'Tis

i^l^igiiii
Norah, dear Norah, the theme of mj song; Dear

Car-ton, ccn-tain-ing what king-doms maj



boast of, 'Tis No-rah, dear No-rah, the

ili^i
theme of my song.

Ee gentlemen fine, with their spurs and nice boots

Their horses to start on the Curragh of Kildare,

Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new suits on,

Lac'd waistcoat, white gloves, and their nice

powder'd hair:

Poor Pat, while so b-lest in his mean humble station,

For gold or for acres he never shall long

;

One sweet smile can give him the wealth of a na-

tion,

From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my song.
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PADDY S TRIP FROM DUBLIN.

Air— The Pnest in his Bo

'TwAS bus'ness requir'd I'd from Dublin be

^^^^^mi
straj-ing^ I bar-gftin'd the cap-tain to

piptHii
sail pretty quick, But just at the momeut the

lippp^iii
anchor was weighing, A spalpeen, he wanted t»

G
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play me a trick. Says he, Pad - dj, go

Hii^^
down stairs and fetch me some beer now ; Says

^^^ipip
i, By my shoul you're mon-stra-tious-ly

*—- -U y a-i^ m
kind ; Then you'll sail a - way, and I'll

im E^^3£
look migh-ty queer now, When I come up and

«-®—
iii^"^=pl

gee my- self all left be-hiad. With my
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^i
tal de ral lal de ral lal de ral la ral la.

tal de ral la ral la la ral la la, And sing

SgiiS^^:
pal-li-luh, whilliluh, whilHluh, palliluh.

gE^^^^
Whaok, boderation, and Langolee:

A storm met the ship, and did so dodge her,

Says the captain. We'll sink, or be all cast

away;

Thinks I, Never mind, 'cause I'm only a lodger.

And my life is insur'd, so the office must pay»

2



But a taef who was sea-sick kick'd up such a riof,

Tho' I lay quite sea-sick and speechless, poor
elf,

I could not help bawling, You spalpeen, be quiet
j

I>o you think that there's nobody dead but

yourself?

With my tal de ral, ^u;.

Well, we got safe on shere, every son of his mo-
ther.

There I found an old friend, Mr Paddy Mac-
gee;

Och Dermot, says he, is it you or your brother ?

Says I, I've a mighty great notion it's me.

Then I told him the bull we had made of our

journey.

But to buU-making, Irishmen always bear

blame

;

Says he, My good friend, though we've bulls in

Hibernia,

They've cuckolds in England, and that's all the

same.

With my tal de ral, &.c.
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But from all sorts of cuckoldom Heaven preserre

us,

For John Bull and Paddy Bull's both man and

wife.

And every brave fellow who's kill'd In their service

Is sure of a pension the rest of his life.

Then who, in defence of a pair of such hearties,

Till he'd no legs to stand on, would e'er rua

away ?

Then a fig for the war, and d—n Bonaparte !

King George and the Union shall carry the day.

With my tal de ral, &c.



MURPHY DELANEY.

TO THE SAME AIR.

It was Murphy Delanej, so funny ana frisky,

Reel'd into a shebeen to get his skin full.

And popp'd out again, pretty well lin'd with whis-

As fresh as a shamrock, and blind as a bull :

When a trifling accident happened our rover.

Who took the quay-side for the floor of his

shed.

And the keel of a coal-barge he just tumbled ever,

And thought all the while he was going to bed.

With my tal de ral, &c.

And sing phililu, hubbubboo, whack, bodera-

tion,

Every man in his humour, as Teague kiss'd

the pig.
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Some folks passing bj, puU'd him out of the river,

And got a horse-doctor his sickness to mend,

Who swore that poor Murph' was no longer a liver,

But dead as a devil, and there was an end.

Then thej sent for the coroner's jury to try him
;

But Murph' not much liking this comical strife,

Fell to twisting and turning the while they sat by

him.

And came, when he found it convenient, to life.

With my tal de ral, &c.

Says he to the jury,—Your worships, an't please ye,

I don't think I'm dead yet, so what is't you do ?

Not dead ! says the foreman, you spalpeen be easy.

Don't you think but the doctor knows better

than you?

—

So then they went on with the business some further,

And examin'd the doctor about his belief;

When they brought poor Delaney in guilty of

murder,

And swore they would hang him iu spite of his

teeth.

With my tal de ral, Sec.
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Then Murphy laid hold of a clumsy shillelah.

And laid on the doctor as sly as a post,

Who swore that it couldn't be Murphy Delaney,

But something alive, so it must be his ghost.

Then the jury began, joy, with fear to survey him,

(Whilst he like a devil about him did lay)

And sent straight out of hand for the elargy to lay

him

;

But Murph' laid the elargy, and then ran away»

With my tal de ral, &c»
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LARRY O LASH EM.

TO THE SAME AIR.

I'm Larry O'Lash'em, was bom at Killarney,

Myself drove a noddy in Dublin's sweet town,

And got fares enough, 'cause I tipt the folks blar-

ney,

But myself was knock'd up, 'cause I knock 'd a

man down.

So to London I drove to avoid the disaster.

There to drive hackney-coaches engag'd for the

pelf.

And honestly, out of my fares, paid my master

Two thirds, and kept only one half for myself.

With my tal de ral, &c.

And sing hi ge wo, here we go, merry and

frisky,

O'Lash'em's the boy for to tip the long trot.
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I took up a Buck, and because 'twas the fashion,

He mounted the box, and bade me get inside,

And because I refus'd, he fell into a passion,

So thinks I, while I'm walking, I may as well

ride.

I amus'd myself laughing to see how the hinder

Wheels after the fore ones most furiously paid,

Till a wheel broke its leg, spilt the coach out of

window,

While my head and the pavement at nut-cracking

play'd.

With my tal de ral, &€.

I next drove a couple one morn to get married,

The lady was sixty, the gemman a score j

For sake of her money the courtship he carried.

But repenting, deserted her at the church door.

She swounded away—so a pity, 'twas thinking,

AUur'd by the rhino, myself intercedes.

And got married ; soon after she died of hard

drinking,

And left me a widow forlorn in my weeds.

With my tal de ral, Sec-
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Havixng nnger'd the cash that was due by my mar-

riage,

I set up for myself, now a bachelor made

;

I purchas'd a fine bran new second-hand carriage,

Became my own Jarvise, and drive a fine trade.

And my coa^li-and my horses, in case of invasion,

I'll send to the troops, and I'll join in the strife,

And if I am kilt in defence of the nation,

'Twill make me a hero the rest of my life.

With my tal de ral, &c.
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PADDY S DREAM.

TO THE SAME AIR*

My grandmother Judy had oft made me wonder,
1

Such marvellous stories of ghosts she'd relate,

How they'd speak, arrah honey, much louder than

thunder

;

Till by Jasus, d'ye see, joy, she bodder'd my '

pate.

So the Phantasmagoria being much the same thing,^

Sir,

Like a madman, to see it I straight ran away,

Where the spalpeens they got me so snug in a

string. Sir,

That they coax'd me, agrah, just two thirteens-

to pay.

With my tal de ral, &c.

And sing gramachree, didderco, smilliloo huh,

Musha whack, Ally Croaker, and Sally Macgee.



95

Not a thing could I see when I enter'd the place.

Sir,

So I look'd with my fist, honej, where I might

sit,

Till a post, unjonteel, run its head in my face. Sir,

And bodder'd my senses, agr^h, for a bit.

But the show once begun, beat my grandmother

hollow
;

They were now small as giants, then big as a

span
;

But the Turk, musha gra I wid his damnable swal-

low.

Made me think he might eat me, and so off I ran.

With my tal de ral, Sic.

Got home, I in no time at all went to bed. Sir,

But still on these spectres my fancy did keep,

And such comical whimsies i^ick'd up in my head.

Sir,

That made me get up, and walk out in my sleep.

I thought that Howth's Hill to a giant had chang'd,

And to wrestle with him did me strongly invite :

H
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In a case now like this, sure it wasn't strange, Sir,

That I chose, joy, much rather to run than to

fight.

With my tal de ral, &c.

He foUow'd me down stairs, agrah, in a jiffey,

And to catch me he gave a most damnable stride,

When finding myself on the banks of the LifFey,

I jump'd in, and swam till I reach'd t'other side.

The chill of the water soon made me awake. Sir,

When, fait, a delectable figure I cut

;

For I'd made, arrah fait, a mQ,st curious mistake,

Sir,

And, instead of the LifFey, jump'd into a butt.

With my tal de ral, &c.
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THE SIEGE OF TROY.

I SING of a war set on foot for a

^ J. .^ ^—. i

toj, And of Pa-ris, and He-len, and

iiipiiPlilirpi
Hec-tor, and Troy, Where on women, kings,

ippp^HiiS
gen'rals, and coblers, you stumble, And of

2
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mortals and gods meet a ve - ry strange

jumble. Sing didderoo,bubberoo,ohmyjoj,How

-§ifeliSp^
sweetlj thej did one a-no-ther destroy ! Come

m^^m m
fill up your bum-pets, the whis-ky en-

ir^Hi
joy. May we ne'er see the like of the

M^lliiii
siege of Troy,
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Menelaus was happy with Helen his. wife.

Except that she led him a devil of a life

;

With that handsome taef Paris she'd toy and she'd

play,

Till they pack'd up their awls, and they both ran

away.

Sing didderoo, &c.

Agamemnon, and all the great chiefs of his house,

Soon took up the cause of this hornified spouse,

While Juno said this thing, and Venus said that,

And the gods fell a wrangling they knew not for

what.

Sing didderoo, &c.

Oh then, such a slaughter and cutting of throats^

And slaying of bullocks, and offering up goats j

Till the cunning Ulysses, the Trojans to crossy

Clapt forty fine fellows in one wooden horse.

Sing didderoo, &.c.

Oh then for to see the maids, widows, and wives,

Crying some for their virtue, and some for their iivesi

3
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Thus after ten jcars they'd defended their town,

Poor dear Troy in ten minutes was all burnt down.

Sing didderoo, &.c.

But to see how it ended's the best joke of all

:

Scarce had wrong'd Menelaus ascended the wall,

But he blubbering saw Helen, and oh ! strange to

tell

!

The mafi took his mare, and so all was well.

Sing didderoo, bubberoo, oh my joy,

How sweetly they did one another destroy !

Come fill up your bumpers, the whisky enjoy;

May we ne'er see the like of the siege of Troy.
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ONE BOTTLE MORE.

Assist me, ye lads who have hearts void of

^^^^m
guile, To sing in the praises of old Ireland's

^i^W
isle, Where true hospi-ta.li-ty o - pens the

iii^lli^
door, And friendship detains us for one bottle



100

more ; One bottle more, arrah, one bot - tie

igzBrm^g
more, And friendship de- tains us for

^mm
one bot-tie more.

Old England, jour taunts on our country forbear

;

With our bulls and our brogues we are true and

sincere j

For if but one bottle remains in our store,

We have generous hearts to give that bottle more.

At Candy's, in Church-street, I'll sing of a set

Of six Irish blades who together had met j

Four bottles a-piece made us call for our score^

And nothing remaiijed but one bottle more.
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Our bill being paid, we were loth to depart,

For friendship had grappled e.ich man by ttie heart,

Where the least touch, jou know., makes an Irish-

man roar,

And the whack from shillelah brought six bottles

Slow Phoebus had shone through our window so

bright,

Qiiite happj to vievv^ his blest children of light
5

So we parted with hearts neither sorry nor sore.

Resolving next night to drink twelve bottles more.
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MR MULLINS AND MISS WHACK.

:5i3:S=
-«r—

#

On Ire-land's ground, seat of true hos-pi-

zi-=::$lt.:=zt—t~t

ta-li-ty, One Pat Mul-lins liv'd, [ill he

mm^^^^s
died—poor man ! A mar-tjr he fell to his

con - vi - vi - a - li - ty, And the last thing he
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grasp d was a flow - ing cann. " 'Tis thelow - ing cann. " 'Tis

" spi-rit, my dear, Of whisky that's here, Then

*' take Pad~dy Mullins by the hand : Let my

m i
" own spi-rit move With the spi-rit I love. And

" Mullins is at your command, Mister Death, Mister

" Deaths at your com-mand." Sing roiighinha
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stoc'iiiiha romidleum whack ! Sing roughinha

mi::^i:iel|p^iE
stockinha roundleum whack !

Poor Pat left behind him, in grief's formalitj.

One uglj small boj, and his name it was Jack,

And he was in love to all dismalitj

With an ugly old maid, they call'd Noreen

Whack.

Och, this pretty brown fair,

With her sooty black hair,

Took little Jacky Mullins by the hand :

But how the folks star'd

When this couple were pair'd.

And old Fogerty strok'd his band ;

Mr Mullins touched the priest's liand.

Sing roughinha, Sec.
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Then poor Jacky's eye (for Nature's nigg*ralitj

Had stinted poor Mullins, and he had but one)

Like a gooseberry sparkled; and Nature's lib'ra-

lity

Stretch'd his mouth like a horse-shoe ; his nose

it was long.

But then little Miss Whack

Had a hump on her back,

And her joints loop'd together on slings i

For between you and I,

She was like a goose-pie,

All giblets, and gizzards, and wings ;

Miss Whack, all giblets and wings.

Sing roughinha, 6i.c.

This ugly sweet pair, join'd in connubiality,

So nate they agree, like the dog and the cat

;

Yet their quarrels are manag'd with such mutuality.

If she raises her fist, he knocks her down flat.

Cups, saucers, joint-stools,

Pots, pans, working-tools,

Mrs Mullins whacks at the head of poor Jack !

I
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So let them fight it out,

Break an arm, bruise a snout

:

Good night Mr Mullins and Miss Whack.

Sing roughinha, &c.

THE GREEN LITTLE SHAMROCK,

S*;;;*"- bij Mrs Mountain,

Aliegretta,

£Sm^w^
There's a dear lit-tle plant that grows in our

PZZBZZ,=£^ Sigp
isle, 'Twas St Pa-trick him-self sure that
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'^^^^:
set it. And the sun on his

ItpHiiiilip
la - bour with pleasure did smile, And with

Sym.

dews from his eye of-ten wet it.

=9*1= iii^ifi=^i
It thrives thro' the bog, thro' th^;

mMmm
brake, thro' the miie-land, And he call'd it the

AdUb. M

z.-^: 0^m^m
dear lit - tie shamrock of Ire -land, The

2
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i ^PiS
sweet lit - tie shamrock, the dear litIt - tie 1

£ iiiif
shamrock, The sweet lit - tie green lit - tie

.„.«f /^^

mmss^
shamrock of Ireland.

This dear little plant still grows in our land,

Fresh and fair as the daughters of Erin,

Whose smiles can bewitch, whose eyes can com-

mand,

In each climate that each shall appear in,

And shine thro' the bog, thro' the brake, thro' the

mireland,

Just like their own dear little shamrock of Ireland,

The sweet little shamrock, &c.
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This dear little plant that springs from our soil,

When its three little leaves are extended.

Denotes from one stalk we together should toil,

And ourselves by ourselves be befriended ;

Arid still thro' the bog, thro' the brake, thro' the

mireland,

From one root should branch, like the shamrock of

Ireland,

The sweet little shamrock, &c.
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GRAMACHREE MOLLY.

^^m0^^ #-•

i^j.

As down on Ban-na's banks I stray'd, One

i3=i
w"i=z:

e - ven - ing in May, The lit - tie birds, in

^ariEg-^i
blythest notes, Made vo-cal ev'ry spray; They 1

^^^^upp
sung their lit - - tie tales of love, They i
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sung them o'er and o'er ; Ah Gramachree, ma

Pl^liiiii
Colleenouge, ma Mollj Ash-tore !

The daisy pied, and all the sweets

The dawn of Nature yields.

The primrose pale, the violet blue,

Lay scatter'd o'er the fields :

Such fragrance in the bosom lies

Of her whom 1 adore.

Ah Gramachree, &c.

I laid me down upon a bank,

Bewailing my sad fate,

That doom'd me thus the slave of love,

And crijel Molly's hate.
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How can she break the honest heart

That wears her in its core ?

Ah Gramachree, &c.

You said you lov'd me, Molly dear

!

Ah ! why did I believe ?

Yet who could think such tender words

Were meant but to deceive ?

That love was all I ask'd on earth,

Nay, heav'n could give no more.

Ah Gramachree, Sec.

Oh had I all the flocks that gaze

On yonder yellow hill,

Or low'd for me the num'rous herds

That yon green pastuue fill

;

With her I love I'd gladly share

My kine and fleecy store.

Ah Gramachree, 8cc.

Two turtle doves above my head,

Sat courting on a bough,



lis

I envied not their happiness.

To see them bill and coo.

Such fondness once for me she sheiv'd.

But now, alas ! 'tis o'er.

Ah Gramachree, &c.

Then fare thee well, my Molly dear,

Thy loss I e'er shall mourn
;

Whilst life remains in Strephon's heart,

'Twill beat for thee alone :

Though thou art false,_ may heav'n on the^

Its choicest blessings pour.

Ah Gramachree^ &c.
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TIS WHISKY I ADORE,

A FAROnY O^V THE FOREGOlSa,

TO THE SAME AIR.

As I went do^vn by yon blind quay.

One evening in the spriogf,

The little merry tap-room bells

Melodiously did ring

:

They rung their merry drunken notes,

They rung them o'er and o'er.

Ah Gramachree, Stol Rinky dear,

'Tis whisky I adore.

As I pass'd the fat landlady,

Full drunkenly 1 stalk'd j

Says she unto her husband, " Tom,

" Have you yon noggin chalk'd ?"

" Oh yes, I did the noggin chalk,

" I chalk'd it o'er and o'er."

Ah Gramachree, &c.
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His humming stuff so pleased me.

That quickly I sat down,

And devil a step, that I did stir,

Till I drank half a crown :

And if I had ten times as much,

I'd drink it o'er and o'er.

Ah Gramachree, &c.

Two fat mud-larks, before my face,

Lay grunting in a sty ;

I envied them their happiness,

So snugly they did lie.

Such fondness once my wife shew'd me,

But now, alas ! 'tis o'er.

Ah Gramachree, &.c.

At length, when home at night I came.

My wife stood at the door

;

With pot-hooks long, and crooked nails.

My eyes and face she tore :

She roU'd me in the gutter too,

She roll'd me o'er and o'er.

Ah Gramachree, &c.
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THE BRISK IRISH LAD.

Allegretto.

» =»Ff=SI 0. p 1
Each pretty young Miss, with a long heavy

iJPPPPPPlEl
purse, Is court -ed and flat-ter'd, and

gJS^Il^S i^i
ea - si - ly had ; She longs to be ta-ken for

better or worse. And quickly elopes witk an
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=?:d^i^tz:z=zdr^:=zlmmmMEm
I . rish lad. To be sure she don't like a brisk

I - rish lad, To be sure she don't like a brisk

rzzrzzz^irntei

I - - rish lad, Oh I ----- to be

sure she don*t like a brisk I - rish hi.

The wife, when forsaken for bottle or dice,

Her dress all neglected, and sighing and sad,
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Finds delight In sweet converse, and changes her

sighs

For the good-humour'd chat of an Irish lad.

Oh ! to be sure, &c.

The widow in sorrow declines the sweet joys

Of public amusement, in sable all clad

:

The widow her twelvemonth in mourning emplojs.

Then hastens to church with an Irish lad.

Oh ! to be sure, ^c.
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YOU NEVER DID HEAR OF AN lUISIIMAN S

FEAR.

Sung by Mr SnAtr, in " Love a-Ui-Mode^'' ut the Theatic

Jiojal, Edinburgh.

Ifnderato.

3|jg_^^|^^;
You nercr did hear of an Irishman's fear, lo

^pSP^i^fPm
love or in battle, in love or in bat-tie, We're

always on du-ty, and ready for beauty. Where

cannons d9 ratlje, where cannons do rattle.
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By day or by night, we love and we fight, We're

honour's defenders, we're honour's defenders; The

•-J. ^, N

p\^z^zrEEr:przu:i:rprp:zz:Er::ErrbI

foe and the fair, we always take care To

make theni sur-ren-der, to make them sur-

render. By day or by night, we love and we

fight, We're ho-nour's de-fend-ers, we're



121

majia=jEfe&s
honour's defenders ; O the foe and the fair, w^

Iways take care Tomake thcralways take care Tomake them knock under, to

Hiake them knock under.
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LOVE FOK LOVE.

Gra-^ioso.
/^-^ h-. r-^ R"^

%—i_. 1^1 t^c_^j^rn _i:^p_^^_^.:?i.—

3

When first I met young Fed-dy's eyes, His

IsaEl—"-iwil ^^ad 1
y^J

bo-som heav'd with ten - -der sighs; His

eyes so bright, and sighs, did move Mj

^iiigiiiiiii
heart to give him love for love, To

%M^mmm^-
give my Ted - - dy love for love.
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But when my praise he sweetly sung,

Such honey'd words dropt from his tongue,

In vain against such charms I strove,

I gave my Teddy love for love.

If truth adorns the gentle swain.

No more of fate shall he complain.

While all my actions fondly prove,

I give my Teddy love for love.
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LEAP YEAR,

He wzzkf:

lz&: '^—^-

Won't you hail the leap year, by that

=iE=:ezErt~Ez:i:^^m.MZ'^ZZZJeiZJ^.

am'rous dog Janus, Once in ev'ryfour times conse-

^^^^^
crated to Venus ? Oh the fine lovely season for

^^^^^m
fro-lic and sporting, When the men are made

^m^^m
love to, and girls go a-courting. Then come
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round me, dear creatures, and fro - lie and

frisk it, And dance it and whisk it, and

iiiiiJ§ipiiiiii
dance it and whisk it ; Sing smallilow, batheshin,

^ ^ . .

ah ar-rah Pat
; (* To be sure there won't be

some fine fun go - ing forward). Fait and

iiliiiiiliiiili
conscience, and you may say that.

* To 1)0 5ang ad Ubltum,
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Mister Venus, come put on a masculine air,

Throw yourself on your knees, curse your stars,

lie and swear

:

Perfection, says you, to your beauty's a quiz,

;

Cries Miss Mars, Do you love me?—I do, dammje,>

whiz !

Then come round me, &c, 1

(To be sure there won't be fine sighing and dying",.

and wooing and cooing !)

Fait and conscience, and you may say that.

Rich j^oang ladies of sixty, new born to love'y

joys,

Shall hobble and mumble their courtship to l>oys

;

Girls shall court from the shiners of old men as-

sistance,

With their eye on a handsome tight lad in the dis--

tance.

Then come round me, &c.

(To be sure they won't make the best use of their

time p)

Fait and conscience, and you may say that.
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Miss Maypole shall stoop to the arms of an Imp,

And the tall Lady Gauky shall court my Lotcl

Shrimp ;

Miis Pigmy shall climb round the neck of a tall

man.

And the rich widow Mite court a big Irish jolman.

Then come round me, Sec.

(To be sure there won't be fine simpering, and

ogling, 3nd leering !}

Fait and conscience, and you may say that.

Miss Champansy, whose monkey has so many

charms.

Of a fine powder'd coxcomb shall rush to the

arms;

To court Mister Sciatic Miss Spasm shall hop.

And Miss Cheraux de Frise shall address Mister

Crop.

Then come round me, &c.

(Yo be sure the bold little devils v/on*t put the m«n

into a fine flusteration !)

"Enii and conscience, and you may say that
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Thus you've nothing to do, jolmen all, but sit still,

And fait ev'rj Jack will soon find out a Jill

;

Come on, ye bold devils I swear, lie, and make

speeches

;

*Tis leap year, and the petticoats govern the breeches.

Then come round me, &c.

(Ah the dear creatures ! to be sure they won't cut

a comical figure when they are dress'd in their

inexpressibles I) ,

Fait and conscience, and you may say that.
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LET OTHER MEN SING OF THEItl

GODDESSES BRIGHT.

Sung hy Mr Sirnr, in " Love a-la-Mode" at the Theatre-

Itoydf, Edinburgh.

Modtrato.

^^ M̂'Mm.

Let o - ther men sing of their god-dess-es

ppj3=iiiii=fes
bright, Who dar - ken the day and en

light-en the night, I sing of a woman—but

==.00 C^'m JfOFXZl

such flesh and blood, A. touch of her finger would

L
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;liiiii:^ii
do your heart good. Wid my far ral lal

^^^^^m
lal tal de ta ral lal la, Wid my

ta ral lal la de ral de ta ral lal la, tal de

ral lal lal la de ral de ta ral kil la, And my

smallilow, bubberoo, ditheroo, whack

!

Ten times in a day to my charmer I comCj
j

To tell her my passion, but can't——I'm struck
^

dumb J

I



131

For Cupid so seizes tny heart by surprise.

That my tongue falls asleep at the sight of her

eyes.

Wid my far ral lal, See.

Her little dog Pompey's my rival, I see

;

She kisses and hugs him, but frowns upon me :

Then pr'ythee, dear Charlotte, think more of yoiu;

charms ;

Instead of your lap-dog, take me to yonr a3JffiK«

Wid my far ral lal, &c.
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THE LAKE OF KILLARNEY.^

jilkgretto.

S:

gl^lifEp^J^pJEp^
On the Lake of Killarney I first saw the

giiii siips
lad, Who -with song and with bagpipe could

:5rfc£=,

ili^^iiiElgi
make my heart glad ; On the Lake of Killarney I

t^m^
.̂

first saw the lad, Who with song and with
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irt glad

;

m
bagpipe could make my heart glad : And his

;e|E£
-I—h--

hair was so red, and his eyes were so

ii^^eiiil
bright, Oh! they shone like the stars in a-

^l|-:|i|i^lE|g
cold frosty night ; So tall and so straightmy dear

Hiiifei ®—

Pad-dy was seen, Oh! he look'd like the

fai -ries that dance on the green, Oa the,&t >

3
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Andanle.

^^ii^§iEii§i§
All the girls of Killarnej wore green wil-low

^^mi^^^
tree, When first ray dear Pa - trick sung

love-tales to me ; Oh he sung andhe danc'd, and he

r*
won my fond heart, And to save his dear

ft^ D. C, tempo primo.

life, with my own I would part. On the, &c.
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CORPORAL CASEY.

ggiii^iiiiEii
Whek I was at home, I was mer-iy and

iiPi^iii^i
fris-kj, My dad kept a pig, and my

iiHiiiiiiii
mother sold whisky,My uncle was rich, butwould

i^J^SiSII
ne - ver be ca - sy, Till I was in-list-ed by
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Corporal Casey. Ola ! rub a dub, row de dow,

i-sej, rub a dub, row de dotCor-po-ral Ca-sej, rub a dub, row de dow,

Cor-po-ral Casey ! My dear lit-tle Sheelah I

Pf sifei
thought would run era - zy, Oh ! when

::g:

I trudg'd away with tough Corporal Casej.

I march'd from Kilkenny, and as I was thinking

On Sheelah, my heart in my bosom was sinking
j
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But soon T was forc'd to look fresh as a daisy,

For fear of a drubbing from Corporal Casey.

Oh ! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Casey !

The devil go with him ! I ne'er could be. lazy,

He stuck in my skirts so, ould Corporal Casey.

We went into battle, I took the blows fairly

That fell on my pate, but he bother'd me rarely

:

And who should the first be that dropt ?—Why,

an't please ye,

It was my good friend, honest Corporal Casey.

Oh ! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Casey !

Thinks I, you are quiet, and I shall be easy
;

So eight years I fought without Corporal Casey.
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mATHELIN AND TEDDY,

jtndante.

Kathelin sat all alone. Not a soul be-

w^^mm
side her, While from Ted-dj, who was gone,

.

ii^i^^
Oceans did divide her.His pipes,which she'd been

^isii^p^
us'd to hear, Careless left behind him, She

thought she'd trj, her woes to cheer, Till



139

once again she'd find him. 'Twill not do, you

I i
loo - die loo, Ar - rah, now be ea - sy\

Ted was bora with grief 'o make Kathelin run.

m
crazy.

She takes them up^ and lays them down.

And now her bosom's panting,

And now she'd sigh, and now she'd frown.

For Teddy still was wanting :

And now she plays her pipes again,

The pipes of her dear Teddy,

And makes them tune his favourite strain,

Ajrrah, be easy Paddy I
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Ah ! 'twill not do, you loodle loo j

Arrah, now be easy !

Ted was born with grief to make

Kathelin run cra«.y.

Teddy from behind a bush,

Where he'd long been list'ning,

Now like lightning forth did rush,

His eyes with pleasure glist'ning.

Snatching up the pipes, he play'd,

Pouring out his pleasure,

Whilst half delighted, half afraid,

Kate the time did measure*

Ah ! that will do, my loodle loo ;

Arrah, now I'm easy !

Ted was born with joy to make

Kathelin run crazy.
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ORIGIN OF IRISH SIRNAMES.

Vivace.

iiiii
WAMb

There was Cor - mac O' - Con, Of the

i
~5— ^

great Con grand-son, With the son of Cum-

hal, the great Fin, Whose name sounded a*

m^ --Ft- m
far. As great Ossian's pa-pa; Oh! 'twas with

him the O'Connels came in.

M
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There comes Dathy the Last,

Who to Italy pass'd.

And was kill'd by a flash from the skies j

Patrick then did succeed,

Taught the people to read ;

And from him the O'Flaghertys rise*

Then Melachlin of Meath

Put old Turges to death j

Brian Boromy mounted the throne.

Who set Dublin in blaze.

With the tribe of Dalcais j

And from him are the Flannegans grown.

Oh then Donchad his son

Scarce to reign had begun,

When Turlogh got hold of the crown

:

Then the great southern lion,

Comes Murrogh O'Brian j

And from him the O'Brians came down.

Thus the Fitz's, Mac's, and 0%
Our long ancestry close

;

O, their dignity never shall fall

!
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For our honours are link'd.

And though some are extinctj

Yet I am the heir of them all.

KATE KEARNEY.

S^ung by Mr iNCLSDoy,

p4
Oh, did you not hear of Kate Kearney ? She

^iibipii^
lives on the banks of Kil-lar-ney; From the

0^^m iJl

glance of her eye, shun dan-ger and fly. For
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SSfeg

144

itriz:* i
-fs^fe?

fatal's the glance of Kate Kearney, For that

^agFBpHai

I

eye is so mo - dest - ly beam - ing, You'd

^g^^^^
i

ne'er think of mischief she's dreaming; Yet

M
~ZZit.U'-S—k'

oh! I can tell how fa-tal the spell That

P^^Si^
lurks in the eye of Kate Kearney.
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Oh, should you e'er meet this Kate Kearney,

Who lives on the banks of Killarney,

Beware of her smile, for many a wile

Lies hid in the smile of Kate Kearney.

Though she looks so bewitchingly simple,

There's mischief in every dimple ;

And who dares inhale her sigh's spicy gale,

Must die by the breath of Kate Kearney.

ANSWER TO KATE KEARNEY,

TO THE SAME AIR.

Oh yes, I have seen this Kate Kearney,

Who lives near the Lake of Killarney j

From her love-beaming eye what mortal can fly.

Unsubdued by the glance of Kate Kearney ?

For that eye, so seducingly meaning,

Assures me of mischief she's dreaming 5

3
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And I feel 'tis in vain to fly from the chain

That binds me to lovely Kate Kearney.

At eve when I've met this Kate Kearney

On the flow'r-mantled banks of Killarney,

Her smile would impart thrilling joy to my heart.

As I gaz'd on the charming Kate Kearney.

On the banks of Killarney reclining,

My bosom to rapture resigning,

I've felt the keen smart of love's fatal dart.

And inhal'd the warm sigh of Kate Kearney,
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WHERE S THE ROSY SMILE.

Air—Myra of the Vale.

eUsiSi^
Where's the ro - - sy smile you gave me,

^^^aiil:
When I thought we ne'er should se - rer

!

^SSEH
Oh ! it beam'd but to en-slave me ; Now 'tisM^E^

gone, and gone for ever ! Where's the glance that
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sweetly glisten'd Thro' the dewy tear ofpleasure?

p^i^i^p
Where's the song to which I lis-ten'd,

^^PS
When you were my trirasure ?

Where's the blushing crown you wreath'd me.

Lost in passion's gentle dreaming ?

Where's the melting vow you breath'd me

From that lip with rapture teeming ?

Like yeur love the rose hath faded.

All its fragrant pow'r is over

;

Sorrow's blight the leaf invaded.

Emblem of your lover.
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DENNIS DELANY.

In sweet Tip-pe-ra-ry, the pride of the

m e *-:t=*

throng, I hare danc'd a good jig, and have

ip^iiplilii
sung a good song ; On the green where I

ca-per'd I scarce bent the grass, To my

bot-tle a friend, and no foe to a lass. At
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^pgiSli^
hurlingmyfellow could never be found, For who

^^̂m I
ever I jostled soon came to the grovmd, And the

^^^^^m
girls all swore that they never met a-ny Could

tickle tlieir fancy like; Dennis Delany. With

whack about, see it out, Dennis my jewel, Ah

why will jou leave us? how can yo\j be
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m̂gppE
^

—

p- w:=tT

^—^.

cruel ? Paddy Whack may go trudge it, with

^^Ppi^
Murtagh 0'Blany,We'll part withthem all for you.

D̂ennis Delany.

Young Sheelah O'Shannon was so fond of me,

That whenever we met we could never agree

;

Says I, My dear Sheelah, we'll soon end the fray,

For no longer in sweet Tipperary I'll stay.

When the girls all found I was going to leave them,

They swore that from death Father John eould not

sare them

:

They would part with relations, tho' ever so many,

If I'd let them go with me, sweet Dennis Delany,

With my whack about, &c.
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To the road then I went, and I trudgM it alom

And, by way of being silent, I lilted a song:

Hey for Dublin, says I, where I'll see some fine *

lasses.

Get married and drunk, nor e'er mind how time

passes.

But when I arrived, and found ev'ry lady

Short waisted, thinks I, they are married al-

.

ready

;

By my soul now, says I, marriage here is the fa-

shion,

To get young recruits for the good of the natira.

With my whack about, &c.

To the Grand Panorama, that ev'ry one talks of,

Away then I goes, and immediately walks ofFj

But I were astonish'd as much as e'er man was.

To see a sea-fight on an ocean of canvas.

But some were a-weeping, and some were a-wail-

ing»

Where London once stood, to sec ships now a-

sailing

;

I
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But what in my mind made it still seem the stran-

Though I stood in the midst, I was still out of

danger.

With my whack about, &c.

As I came back again then, quite sober and steady,

I met three or four buckeens attacking a lady

;

With my slip of shillelah I made them forbear,

For an Irishman always will fight for the fair.

But the police they call'd, who came great and

small

;

Devil burn me, says I, but I'll leather you all

;

And though I was fighting them, this I will say,

They were tight active fellows at—running away.

With my whack about, &lc..

Then to see a fine play, which I ne'er saw before,

To Crow Street I went, with three or four more,

And up stairs I walk'd, to see things the better.

The play-bill I bought, though I knew not a let-

ter.

N



154

But the crowd was so great, and the players so

funny,

I laugh'd more, I'm sure, than the worth of my
money,

Although with their noise they set me quite mad.

When the boys above stairs call'd for Moll in the

Wad.

With my whack about, &c.

i
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AWAKE THE HARP S SLUMBER.

Air—Save me from Death,

.id lib. con Espressione.

Awake the harp's slumber to Pleasure's s

m3i:is5-'i2

lay, The taper shall dart its beams thro' the

55-P

hall; From the tem-pest of war, and the

m^^
bat - - tie's loud bray, We'll dear - Ij o=

1
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bey Mirth's heart - thril-ling call. Ah !

rii^iiiiiii
change the light strain ! bid the sor-row a-

rise, ~To the ghost of each war-rior, as

pen - sive it flies ; To tri-umph or

gmg^i^gi
death, They strode o'er the heath, And

sweet is the sleep that encircles their eyes.
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On the breast of the brave melting Beauty shall

cling,

And nobly for him the goblet be crown'd
;

The feast shall be spread, and the harp's throbbing

string

Shall stream to his praise its magic around.

Oh ! blest is the effort, and light is the toil,

When we raise the bright spear for our dear native

soil !

To triumph or death

We stride o'er the heath.

To fight for our country, or die with a smile.
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' THE WANDERING HARPER.

jiiR—The Unfortunate Rake.

Siciliano.

Oh ! many a mountain I wearily measure, And

ggsnii^
far have I wander'd on Erin's green shore, This

^^m^^m
harp is my on-ly companion and treasure, When

^^^t^mi
welcom'd at sweet hos - pi - ta - 11 - ty's door.
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Then list, gentle youths, whilst I sing you a

dit-ty I learnt in dear Connaught, the

soil of my birth ; Ye maidens attend, whilst the

'^0mmm
teardrop of pi-ty Shall fall like a crystalline

^ip
gem to the earth.

FoUi.
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Slow.

Air—Old TruagJu

The sun in the wave dipt his lin-ger-ing

m^i
p-—

^

f-w^^ms_-i"LJ_ :

ray. And dew-dropping skies wept the

m&m -—•- fc=^?
~zs

ab - sence of day, When sunk on the

't; ^
ear were the sounds of the fray.

'Twas then o'er the heath flew the white-bosom'd

fair,

All loose on the swelling breeze floated her hair,

And her dark-rolling gaze spoke the soul of despair.
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No tear left her eye, nor no sigh 'scap'd her breast,

While round her lay many a hero at rest,

And the blood-glutted raven retir'd from his feast.

How weak was his groan, as it pass'd by her ear !

How low droop'd his head ! The sad moment was

near,

As 'neath an old oak lay the warrior so dear.

She ^hriek'd his lov'd name, as she sprung o'er the

heath,

All cold on her lip she receiv'd his last breath.

And clasp'd her soul's idol, but clasp'd him m
death.
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CAPTAIN MEGAN.

Andante,

iigi^gS :fc:

O THE face of brave Cap - tain Me-

gan Was as broad as a big frying-pan j Just

o - ver his snout One eye was snuff'd out, But the

ipgil: iE^E^EE
11

other burnt bright uponNan, sweet Nan ! Oh, it

Ig^iiiilS
bother'd the heart of poor Nan.
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I'm no beauty, slgh'd Captain Megan,

But 'tis manners alone make the man,

And though my long nose

Should hang over my toes,

Would you like me the worse for it, Nan—sweet

Nan?

Would you like me the worse for it. Nan ?

Nan leer'd upon Captain Megan ;

Her skin was the colour of tan j

But the Captain, she saw.

Had ajV ne scat quoi

:

So the Captain he conquer'd sweet Nan—sweet Nan!

Oh, long life to brave Captain Megan I
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OH I WHEN 1 BREATHED A LAST ADIEU.

Air—Within this Village dwells a Maid.

Ad libitum.

PpgEE^
Oh ! when I breath'd a last a - dieu To

gixnta^
E - rin's vales and mountains blue. Where

i £
S

nurs'd by hope my mo-ments flew. In

J,

life's unclouded spring; Though on the
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bree-zy deck re-clin'd, I lls-ten'd to the

l^igH^
ri-sing wind, What fet-ters could re-

iiil1^=1
strain the mind That rov'don Fan -cy's wing:

She bore me to the woodbine bow'r.

Where oft I pass'd the twilight hour.

When first I felt love's thrilling pow'r.

From Kathleen's beaming eye :

Again I watch'd her flushing breast

;

Her honey 'd lip again was prest \

Again, by sweet confessions blest,

I drank each melting sigh.

O
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Dost thou, Kathleen, mj loss deplore,

And lone on Erin's emerald shore,

In memory trace the love I bore.

On all our transports dwell ?

Can I forget the fatal day

That calPd me from thy arms away,

When nought was left me but to say

*' Farewel, my love—farewel !"



m

ADIEU MY LOV D HARP.

.f/R

—

Lovgh S.'iccling.

?5i
;e^I

A - DIEU my lov'd harp, for no

more shall the vale Re - e - cho thy notes, as thejr

i » K s^sm
^-*#--' ^—''^

float on the gale ; No more melt - ing

psiSigiiii^
pi - ty shall sigh o'er thy string, Or love to thy

is^is
tremblings so ten-der - ly sing.

2
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VV'hen battle's fell strife launch'd its thunders

afar.

And valour's dark brow wore the honours of war,

'Twas thoQ breath'd the fame of the hero around.

And young emulation was wak'd hj the sound.

Ye daughters of Erin, soon comes the sad daj,

When over the turf where I sleep ye shall say

—

*' Oh I still is the song we repaid with a tear,

" And silent the string that delighted the ear I.''
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THE IRISH WEDDING.

Sure won't you hear what roaring cheer Was

p^^a^
spread at Paddy's wedding O, And how so gay they

m i^^=P ^ pe
spent the day, From churching to the

§^iS;
0- if

£

bed - ding O ? First, book in hand, came

M 1^.,

S=l i^i
Fathen^ulpes, With the bride's dad - da, the
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^puggmg
Bai - lie O, While the chaunter with the

^iE=i^g|^
merrj- pipes Stmck up a lilt so gai-lj O.s^
Tiddery teddery, &c

M. 1^

-Mj^.inass^
^^i
Now there was Mat, and sturdy Pat,

And merry Morgan Murphy O,

And Murdock Mags, and Tiilogh Skaggs,.

M'Loughlin, and Dick Durfey O j
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And then the girls, I'igg''^ out in white,.

Led on by Ted O'Reilly O,

While the chaunter, &c^

When Pat was ask'd if his love would lastj

The chapel echo'cl with laughter O,

By my soul, says Pat, you may say that,

To the end of the world and after O :

Then tenderly her hand he gripes,

And kisses her genteelly O,

While the chaunter, Stc

T*hen a roaring set at diiiner were met.

So frolicsome and so frisky O,

Potatoes galore, a skirrag or more.

With a flowing madder of whisky O j

Then round to be sure didn't go the wipeg.

At the bride's expence so gaily O,

While the chaunter, &c.

And then at night, O what delight

To see them capering and prancing O !
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An opera or ball were nothing at all,

Compar'd to the stile of their dancing O y

And then to see old Father Qiiipes

Beating time with his shillelah O,

While the chaunter, Sec.

And now the knot so sucky are got,

They'll go to sleep without rocking O,

While the bridesmaids fair so gravely prepare

For throwing of the stocking O :

Dacadorus we'll have, says Father Ouipes,

Then the bride was kiss'd round genteelly O
;

While to wish them good fun, the merry pipes

Struck up a lilt so gaily O,
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ON A GREEN BANK GENTLE MARY WAS
SEATED.

AiR~Tell me, dear Eveleen.

iE^^|z|ifes^
On a green bank gentle Ma-ry was seated,

^m s-r-
s--- V

^—

^

ppsp
Night's gloomy mantle was curtain'd around, And

g^^i^i
softly each note list'ning E-cho re-peat-ed.

^H^^Pi
As she breath'd the melt - ing sound.



m
^^iiigl^
Oh, sweetest hope, thou art xny treasure I

^Sgipi^il
" With a tear I look to thee ; Heigh ho ! a

^^^^^^^il
" fare-wel to pleasure, Till my lo - ver re.

W- nn±:z:t

" turns to me.'*

Chill fell the dews, and the night It was drearj.

Wildly the wind from the mountain now rov'd f^;:

The dews and the wind were unheeded by Mary,

She thought but of him she lov'd.

Again she sung, *' Thoii art my treasure,

'• Oh, sweet hope, I look to thee I

" Heigh ho ! a farewel to pleasure,

** Till my Edmund returns to me."
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THE MOON DIMM D HER BEAMS.

^in—Voung Terence IWBonough.

iiipiiiigii
The moon dimm'd herbeams in a fea-thery

pi^:^^feg
cloud, As she sail'd thro' the star-stud-ded

iiillSiil^il
vault of the sky, And slowly the moss-cover'd

branch-es all bow'd To the bree - zes of
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night moaning dis-mal-ly by: When

—.—K-

. mal - ly by : Wh

±d±izzz:-lztz.-t±spii
o'er the long grass of her love's narrow bed, The

dew-sprinkled daugh-ter of Dar - go re-

:^te-e ^
S^feSii
clin'd

J
Forlorn on the grey stone she rest-ed her

I .Q ; ^_-__ I , 1 .^-

head, And sad- - ly she sigh'd to each

lis
gust of the wind.
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«•' 'Oh ! where is the warrior that awfully rose

" In his might like the wide-spreading oak or

" the heath ?

'^ Alas ! the bright eye that flash'd fire on his

" foes

** For ever is clos'd in the slumber of death !

^' In his hall not a string of the harp is now stirr'd,

" The bards sit around, wrapt in silence and

" grief,

'* And only the sobs of his father are heard ;

—

'* Who shall comfort the sorrowing soul of the

" chief?

" Oh ! where are the blood-crusted spear and the

" shield?

*' In indolent rest 'neath the wall they recline
;

*' And where are his dogs that were fierce in the

" field?

" Round his grass-tufted hillock they lingering

'* whine.

*^ O hear me ! thou spirit of Crothal, attend !

*' In pity look down on the house of thy rest-,3

P
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" For thee doth the fast- falling tear-drop descend,

*' And thine the last sigh that escapes from mj-

" breast,"

LOVE AND WHISKY.

Alk^retto.

^^^^mm
Love and whisky both rejoice an honest fellowj

^^iPiiiii
Unripe joys of life love and whisky mellow 5

mzyzTM.ipfe^^
Both the head and heart set in palpitation ; From
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both I've often found a mighty sweet sensation.

pii^liiiii
Loveand whisky's joys, let us gaily twist 'em-

In the thread of life : faith we can't

Pfea
re-sist 'em.

But love's jealous pang, in heartache oft we find it}

Whisky in its turn, a headache leaves behind it.

Thus of love or drink we curse th' enchanted cup^

Sir,

All its charms forswear, then take another sup^

Sir.

Love and whisky's joys, &c.
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Love and whisky can to any thing persuade trs
5

No other power we fear, that ever can invade us.

Should others dare intrude, they'll find our lads so

frisky,

By none can be subdued, excepting love and

whisky.

May the soules of love cheer our lads so clever,

And with whisky, boys, we'll drink King George

for ever

!
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OH TOUCH, DEAR MAID, THE TREMBLING^
STRING.

^/H— J?je Brown Maid.

JndoKte.

iii^
Oh touch, dear maid, the trembling trembling

f^ y fp

=ii^£ii-l
string, Bid ma- gic strains of iweetncss riscy^-

w iigiSi3E:?i

And whilst of love you soft - ly sing, I

fejid it in those beaming eyes,

3
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Hush, gentle breeze, that round her blows.

Nor through those floating ringlets sigh :

Hush, gentle stream, that babbling flows,

Oh ! let the melting accents die !

The song your lip so softly breath'd.

Hath lull'd each throbbing pang of mine ;

The roses that your hand hath wreath'd,

Have hid their blushes in my wine.

This rose imbib'd your lip's rich dew ;

How fondly then the gift I greet

!

The draught, dear maid, will taste of you,

And oh, it will be doubly sweet

!
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WHEN WAR WAS HEARD,

udiR—The Hermit of Kiilarney.

^^^^^
When war was heard, and E - rin's call A-

rous'd me from thy side. No danger could my

^^^^mm
jheart appal, For thee I would have died. But

^m ¥=¥="¥mw ^
when pur moments sweet-ly flew, Be-
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neath the spreading tree, The secret charm of

life I knew, To live for love and thee.

When gloomy Care disturb'd thy rest,

Or Sorrow dimm'd thine eye.

Oh, did not then this tender breast

Return thee sigh for sigh ?

]6ut did delight thy bosom know^

And love thine hours employ,

We shar'd the sympathetic glow,-

And mingled tears of joy.
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GO, EDMUND, JOIN THE MARTIAL
THRONG. >

^iR—The Little Harvest Rose.

Amoroso.

femiES
Of) /

Go, Edmund, join the martial throng, And^ ^T

m F-^

Vw>

no - blj seek an ho - nour'd name, Go

^iS^ig
pour the tide of war a - long, And

Eiilt gWIZK. Mt

climb the rug-ged steep of fame. Yet,



yet for -give a mai-den^s fear, Whilst

ra-lour*s toil-some paths you prove, Oh!

^^ /->
•. •--#.^ippgjp^^

sometimes wipe the pen-sive tear, And:

V-^ 3^ V^
sweetly think of me and love,

Gn Erin's sod yon drew your breath,

From her you caught the patriot glow,

"Whose children spurn the thoughts of death,.

And foremost meet the daring foe :

Yet whilst with pride you scorn to fly,

Or from the brow of battle move,.
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Oh ! sometimes breathe the tender sigh.

And dearly think of me and love.

Should Fate your early fall decree,

Far, far from Erin's parent shore,

Where ne'er my doating eyes might see

Those looks of manly beauty more ;

To heav'n should rise the fervent prayer,

To meet in lasting bliss above,

Within my breast the wound I'd bear,

And meekly die for you and love.



I^

WHERE THE GRASSY TURF, Sec.

Allegro.

^aiPPEiSSip
Where the gras-sy turf o'erhung witk

^̂ ^s^^m
willoWjWhere reeds and oziersfringe the lake,At

g^i^ii^
ear-lj dawn I left mj pillow, One among the

iner - ry mer - rj maids to make : Th«;
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%|^Epfei
first ofMay soblythe and gaj,The first ofMay so

^pili^^^
blythe and gay, Where the mer-ry mer-ry

:w:B^i^^^M
mer - ry maids a - may - ing go, Where the

is: Slp^ppi
merry merry merry maids a-maying go ; The

^iiiMm
first of May so blythe and gay. The

br^EErizi^ii^E^zzzSirzg:
first of May so blythe and gay, Where the

O



1^

w^^
merry merry maids a-maying go, Where the

i
f=¥ ^ai^-«?-^K.
merry merry maids a-maying go.

One drooping willow form'd a bow*r.

Where Patrick's voice soon caught my ear

;

The morn was fair, and soft the hour,

But sweeter far his song to hear.

Of me he sung.

My praises rung.

Where the merry merry maids a-maying go.

Where troops of village lads and lasses

Hail'd and crown'd me queen May,

Thy charms, he cried, all charms surpasses,

So shall my love feel no decay.

Then vows of truth

I gave the youth.

Where the merry merry maids a-maying go.
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OPE THY CASEMENT, LADY BRIGHT.

AiR-^The Snonnj'hfeasted Pearh

Siow.

^Siiii^
Ope thy casement, la.- -dy bright, 'Tis thv

f=|--qa:Tiji=::-z=T:-:ji^z®pipz=tt

lo - - ver calls ; Pearly dews of night Now

m^m
hang on the moss -go- ver'd walls. Though

i^s^g^p
dark is the night, and the dews they are

9
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.!_.

chill, Yet I brave the rough blast from the

liiliiiiiB ;ee

hill ; O la - dJ, 'tis for thee.

Breathe one soft word, ladj bright,

To my raptur'd ear ;

I will bless the night,

Though cold 'tis around me, and drear.

Oh, sweetly forgive me for chasing thy rest
j

And the sigh of delight from my breast,

O lady, flies to thee.
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ah! where is the vow.

Air—If the Sea were Ink.^^^fe=e^EEES^^
The moon throws her shadowy light on the

p^i^^^l
hill, And silvers the grey-coated trees

;

^SsdPgp 6»—Kt

Thro* the silence of night the soft sounds of the

pSJIp^^^g^
rill Are borne on the wing of the breeze. O

3
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daughter of Cluthar, thy lo-ver is here, He

sits at the thorn on the heath ; Ah

!

i^^^^m.Si
where is the vow that enchanted his ear, That

^^^^1^-—j—^^(f '

j"#^ -ji-—

i

thou would'st be constant till death ?

Sweet, sweet are the notes of the harp as thej roll,

From the hall of Nithona they rise,

They come to speak peace to my sorrowing soul,

And wipe the big drops from mine eyes :

But despair to the dark brow of Connal is dear

;

He lists not to music's mild breath

:
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Ah ! where is the vow that enchanted his ear,

That thou would'st be constant till death ?

Whence, whence is that shadow that sails o*er the

plain,

'Neath the quivering beam of the moon ?

'Tis the white-bosom'd maid—I shall view her

again,

And love all our moments shall crown.

O daughter of Cluthar, thy footstep is near !

Lo ! here is the thorn on the heath

:

Ah ! blest was the vow that enchanted mine ear.

That thou would'st be constant till death

!



1^

oh! pleasant was the moon.

Air—The Bench of Rushes:

Andante.

^J^Sp^
Oh ! pleasant was the moon. And sweet the

spfTjf^^^^N^
smile of the lovely maid, And beauteous was the

S^^ipzzzei
J ' L

rose on her cheek, Glow-ing with her

HPi^iiSi^
blushes. When in love's charming bonds we
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gSgEllilEiiiii
soft - ly sigh'd 'ueatli the woodbine shade, And

love's first, ti - mid kiss prest her lip on the

bench of rushes. How ra - pid was each

m^m^m
moments fliofht ! What vows we breath'd in

ifniHliiiig
md delight ! Oh ! can I e'er for^fond delight ! Oh ! can I e'er forget that happy-

night at the bench of rushes !
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IRISH MERRY-MAKING.

^m^m i "N-r

•—

There with fun we the stock-ing throw,

g gUii^'
Bojs all drest in their Sun -day's clothes.

Pil^iiSii^
Girls trimm'd neatly from top to toe, Red looks the

ifeEpI
priest with his come-ly nose. Round goes the

p^ii^^^
jo-rum till bed-ding-time, Whack 'gainst the
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floor goes each lea-ther brogue, Bang go the

bells in a merry chime, Smack go the lips of each

pf^nr^
pret-ty rogue. Lilt up the pipes, let the^ rjE ^
^U_LU-£zE=fei

sport at each wed-ding goes brisk-Iy round.

Laugh, love, and whisky give joy to it.
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Sweet are the smiles from the lovely bride,

Men at her all their goggles throw,

Bridegroom looks by her comely side,

A goose that's nick'd in the noddle thro'.

Girls chaunt out from their merry throats.

Boys for the whisky are riper now

;

Toasting the souls that wear petticoats,

All get as drunk as old David's sow.

Lilt up the pipes, &c.
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OH 1 HUSH THE SOFT SIGH.

Air—Coolin,

SJow.

Smiu^^^m
Oh ! hush the soft sigh, maid, and

drj the sweet tear, In this bo - som thy

i-mage shall e - - ver be dear

:

Of

Hope's pic - - tur'd scenes how the



^

CO - lours de - cay, And Love's fai - - r

sea-son as soon melts away.

When its balm-breathing dew I delighted to sip,

Did I think a farewel would escape from that lip ?

By honour commanded, though far I should roam,

The loadstone of Love will attract me to home.

At noon, when the rose's warm blush thou shalt see,

Oh, think of the wreaths thou hast woven for me !

At night, when the moon in mild splendour shall

move,

Oh, view that fair planet, and think how I love !
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THE NIGHT IS CALM.

Air—The Jointure.

Very Slow.

UPl^^^
The night is calmj and the air is still,

I

^-eIe#IP^P
Not a breeze ncv/ stirs the grove,

Bright the moon, be - hind yon hill.

Ri-ses to light this scene of joj and love.
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Piiis^
Dropping skies now weep the day, Whilst

2^^^3
in our goblets blush the vine's sweet tears

;

Then stay a while, to plea-sure stay

;

iiii^iii^ii
See, Beauty's smile the soft request endears. In-

iiiiiiiii \0 In-

hale the balmy breath of night. And

Sprightly.

|i#i
pass its tranquil hour in mild delight. Oh

!
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ii^iii^
come let's take hands, and we'll dance on the

^pliiil^
green, And with pas-time and fro - lie we'll

i^i^]^^
va - rJ the scene ; We'll trip it so pleasantlj

'neath the pale moon. For to banish Pleasure 'tis

^^s^m
far too soon. Come then dance a-round^sEE*SaE| *#—--IP
all so mer-ri-ly Link'd in Mirth's ma-gi-cal

3
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ring : As thro' life we jour-ney wea-ri-ly,

£ ±:iL
-t

Seize the moment that joy can bring.
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WHY DO YON LOVELY VIRGINS MOURN.

JiR—The BiM)u:n Thorn.

With Expression.

#
Why do yon love-ly vir-gins mourn,

Like drooping lilies wefwith dew? And why a-

^s--»,®S^iPP^^^
round yon mar-ble urn, Spring's choicest

^g^iia
ro - ses do they strew ? A - las I the
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i^iiiiiii^
sweet-est rose is gone ! By Shan-non's

p^^^-=P^^si
stream it fell ; The brightest star that

i^El #-—
It"

shone, Hath bid the sick • \j earth fare

IS
wel.

Of Roderick's noble race was she,

The gentle maid we lov'd so much.

And fair she was as eje could see,

She boasted Nature's finest touch

;

And mild and comely was the youth

For whom she fondly sigh'd

:
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Oh ! timid love and heavenly truth

Seem'd in this glowing pair allied^

But sad and fatal was the morn

That e'er he join'd the martial throng j.

Alas ! from thence was no return.

And loud was heard the funeral song.

Her eye was ilx'd in silent gri^f,.

Nor long was sorrow's dream ;

For death soon brought the wish'd relief,

And pluck'd the rose by Shannon's stream*
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THE IRISHMAN'S THEATRICAL DESCRIPTIONS^

OR. AN APOLOGY TOR A SONG.

^gljga • €

WiTH-ouT the help of ga-mut, note,

li - semi - quaver, crotchet, or mi-nim, Or

a-ny other sort of sounds that have no meaning

ii^iigiiil
in 'em ; Without go-ing round the bush and



211

^^m^mmmm
round the bush, playing at hide and go seek,

^EgaEa^Sll

A man, without a - ny tune at all at all,

^^fiiElSliij
may sing just as well as he can speak. Tiddy

dol lol lol lay, tid-dy dol lol lol lay, phille-

lu, subbaboo, drimandu, mushagrah.

When singing and speaking was such a sort of un-

dertaking as was executed according to nature.

He or she who attempted to execute either, was

semething like a rationable creature

;
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And your stage-players of old, to be sure we are

told, they would strut like a turkey or bustard.

But they knew no more about grinning and grunt-

ing, and making faces at one another, than they

did about making of mustard.

Tiddy dol, &c.

The great Turk, in a pet, I mean Bajazet, when

by Tamerlane he was taken in battle,

i.ike a bear with head sore, blood and turf! how he'd

roar, while his chains did melodiously rattle ;

And old Shylock the Jew, his long knife he drew,

to be sticking in the poor merchant's beef.

But devil a Christian soul but what said to him in

their hearts, bad luck to you, you butchering

old thief

!

Tiddy dol, &c.

Then thick-lipp'd Othello, that sooty-fac'd fellow,

that choak'd his poor wife in her bed. Sir,

Would have made all the blood in your body run

cold, and the hair almost stand on end on your

head, Sica
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And when crooked King Dick bid his kingdom for

a horse, it's true, upon my life, it's no fable.

The devil a one in the whole place would lend him a

jack-ass, tho' they'd half a score in the stable.

Tiddy dol, &c.

Tten Macbeth stuck .the poor King in his sleep,

with a pair of d—n'd French-looking daggers,

Struck the folk with his guilt, and the blood that

il^ spilt, like ahorse, when he's struck with
the staggers

;

And Macheath sung, when he was going to be
hung, a man can die bolder by brandy,

And the ladies in the boxes, from the duchess to

the doxies, would be saying, to be sure he's

quite the tippy and the dandy,

Tiddy dol, &c.

How, to make an end of my song, to be sure it's

rather long; but then, as to the words and the
tune,

You're not only welcome as the flowers in May,
but welcome as the roses in June.

S
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Now, don't take it in your noddle to say it is the

twaddle, nor let any of it put you in a pas-

sion,

Because, upon my conscience, a little bit of non-

sense, now-a-days, is the very tippy and pink

®f the fashion.

Tiddy dol, &c.

i
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WEAR WITH ME, THE ROSY WREATH-

^iR—Flanxti) Connor,

fSH^liiiiiili
Wear with me the ro = sy wreath, Whilst

melt - ing strains a-round thee breathe, Oh !

life we'll but mea-sure by Mio-ments of

iiipiiiipa
j>kasLire, And banish the features of sorrow.

2



ne
CHORUS. ^ K

Life we'll but mea-sure by mo-ments of

Hiiifeiiplig
Life we'll but mea-sure bj mo-ments of

gjiigpigsilii^
I

L Life we'll but mea-sure bj mo-ments of

iliiiiiiiplSi
1

I pleasure, And banish the features of sorrow.

I

i

pleasure, And banish the features of sorrow.

^^S^igi
pleasure, And banish the features of sorrow.
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See the gob-let streaming, Rapture's sun is

earning, Softly we'll stay the joys of to-day, Nor

^iiiiiliiii—^ ^" ^—-4-

nou - rish a thought of the morrow.

i Soft-ly we'll stay the joys of to-day, Nor

I Soft-ly we'll stay the joys of to-day, Ngr

t Soft-ly we'll stay the joys of tcday, Nor



518

'^^^mm
nou-rish a thought of the morrow.

spip^^ps
nou-rish a thought of the morrow

^ nou-rish a thought of the morrow.̂

m

^grffliiip
Fill then your cups around, Mirth shall with

gp^i^^^
wine abound, Lore shall enlighten each hour j
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Chasing dull Care away, Bee-like we'll bear away

Ho - ney from life's blooming flower.

r CHORUS.m^ zg-z^izziigi:

Chasing dull Care a - way. Bee-like we'll

Chasing dull Care a - way, Bee-like we'll

i
tTJILZZjt

= t^
Chasing dull Care a - way, Bee-like we'll
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bear away Hoiiey from life'sblooming flower.

bearaw aj Honey from life's blooming flower,

bear away Honey from life s blooming flower.
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S21,

^UIT NOT YET THE SHADY BOW R,

Am—Mary,, do you fancy m^,

FIRST VOICE.

Quit notyet the shady bow'r,Night is chill and

dreary, 'Twill be long ere dawning hour, And

SECOND VOICE.s» K X. K SECOND VOICE.

I, a -las! am weary. La - dy, tho' the

night be chilly And weeping skies bedew thee.
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Climl), oh, climb tiuo roc - ky hiil,

Lest thy foes pmsue thee..

FIRST VOICE.

Cease, oh, cease, thou gentle youth !

Gan my spirits fail me ?

Saieided thus by love and truth,

How should fears assail me ?

SECOND VOICE.

Lady, since the fall of night,

Far have we been roaming
;

Lady, ere the morning beam,

Many a mile is coming.

FIRST VOICE.

Theti the shady bow'r farewel ;-

Now the hill we're climbin? :
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May we reach the friar's cell.

Ere the matin's chiming !

SECOND VOICH.

Then the shady bow'r farewel :~=

Angels hover o'er us !

Soon we'll hear the convent bell
5

Here's the path before us.
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WHERE LIFFEY ROLLS ITS SILVER
STREAM.

Andantino Cctntahile.

tt;
^^-^^4iiiii^i
Where LifFey rolls its sil-ver stream Thro'

Lcinster's pleasant vales,'Twas there I sung, anal

!^k
iMl^UpE ^^

love my theme, And Kathleen heard my

pjTEmxra^
tales. The vows approv'd by yo«, fair
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maid, Sprung from a heart most true, For

^m I
tho' my eyes and tongue have stray'd, My

i^^^rt
thoughts are still with you, - - Kathleen.

A sparkling eye or rosy cheek

Reminds me of your charms,

When love the theme I hear you speak,

And wish you in my arms.

The vows approv'd, &.c.
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MINE BE THE COTTAGE WITHIN THE
VALE.

Jin—The BeanUcss Boy.

Moderate,

Efk ippg^i *3;

Oh ! mine be the cot-tage within the vale.

^^ipSiiii
Where a clear streamlet is flowing,Whilst around the

/-A^^^m i &--3I

fragrant gale Sweet health from its wing is be-

iHil^li^
stowing. When mild-ly the heavens are



2^

3::

\
beaming, And eve's purple tinges are gleaming,

liilsjigggSS;
Oft I'll list the pil-grim's tale. And

giii^iiliiiiii
strew him a couch for his dreaming.

Oh ! sweetl/ the woodbine shall wind alongv

Blossoms each lattice adorning,

Whilst the lark's melodious song

Salutes the bright beam of the morning..

Now tell me, ye minions of pleasure,

As night's lagging moments ye measure,

Can ye, 'midst the city throng.

Bestow on your hearts such a treasure !"
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THE SONG OF THE LAST HARPER.

Air—Saveurneen Deelish.

Very Sloiu.

^ i
p-HZE. mt^-is—-43:

Ah ! dark are the halls where your

g^^^pfg
an-ces-tors re-vell'd, And mute is the

^^^mi
- 'r^«~yv-—^

P- i
harp that en-li-ven'd the dayj The

gi^^iipgS^
tow'rs that they dwelt in are aw - ful - ly
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ignpij
le-vell'd, The signs of their greatness are

i^iiiigiii
sunk in decay. Where is the chief that strode

P^-P^s-m—P^n
for-ward to glo-ry ? Where is the bard that told

Express.

Hii^^J
va-lour's dread sto - rj ? A-las ! they are

pi^^^^
gone, and the years now be - fore ye Are

faintly il-lu-min'd by Fame's setting ray,.

3
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O Erin ! whilst life in this bosom is swelling,

Shall I neglect thee, the land of mj birth ?

On thj mountains I'll hold with sweet Friendship

my dwelling.

And hymn forth thy praises, thou favourite earth.

Beauty shall weave rosy garlands beside me.

Peace round thy shores shall with plenty provide

me:

In thy prosperous hour, O my country, I'll pride

me,

And the trials that point to the nations thy worth.
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THE EXILED IIUSlliMAN S LAMENTATION.

TO THE SAME AIR.

Green were the fields where my forefathers dwelt^

oh!

Erin ma vourneen, slan laght go bragh *

!

Though our farm it was small, yet comforts we

felt, oh

!

Erin ma vourneen, slan laght go bragh !

At length came the day when our lease did expire.

And fain would I live where before liv'd my sire
>

But ah, well-a-day ! I was forc'd to retire :

Erin ma vourneen, slan laght go bragh.

Tho' all taxes I paid, yet no vote could I pass, oh !

Erin ma vourneen, slan laght go bragh I

* Irelaud my darling, for ever adieii.
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Aggrandiz'dJio great man, and I feel it alas, oh I

Erin ma vourneen, slan laght go bragh !

Forc'd from my home, yea, from where I was born,

To range the wide world, poor, helpless, forlorn,

I look back with regret, and my heart-strings are

torn

:

Erin ma vourneen, slan laght go bragh.

With principles pure, patriotic, and firm,

Erin ma vourneen, slan laght go bragh !

Attach'd to my country, a friend to reform,

Erin ma vourneen, slan laght go bragh !

I supported old Ireland, was ready to die for't.

If her foes e'er prevail'd, I wds well known to

sigh for't

;

But my faith I preserv'd, and am now forc'd to fly

for't

:

Eria ma vourneen, slan laght go bragh !
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IRELAND FOR EVER.

Andante,

ips^^iiiiii
Attend to me, landsmen and sailors, and

o-thers, My dit - - tj ap- peals to your

^mmMM
courage and sense, Come round me, mj lads, let's

jiigzafiiigi
shake hands like brothers, And join ons aai
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all in old Ire -land's de - fence. Tho'

Frenchmen bj tricks to seduce us endeavour, We'll

stand bJ our King and old Ireland for ever, By our

;
iiigiii|^fe£f

King, our King, and old Ireland for e-ver j We'll

stand by our King and old Ireland for ever.

Our forefathers fully consider'd the cause

Of justice, of wisdom, of honour, and fame,



Thea wisely and bravely establish'd such laws

As rais'd above others Hibernia's great name :

Then shall we lose sight of them ? Never, boys,

never

!

Huzza ! for our King, and old Ireland for ever.

Ye sons of Hibernia, come join hand in hand.

We'll drive all invaders quite out of the land.

And when o'er the grog, the first toast that in given

Shall be. Plenty and peace to the land that we

live in.

Tho' Frenchmen by tricks to seduce us endeavour.

We'll stand by our King and old Ireland fer ever.
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TURN. THY WANDERING STEPS, FAIR MAID,

Air—The Fair TVomati.

Moclerato.

FIRST VOICE.

iSsS^gBii
Turn thy wand'ring steps, fair maid, To

.#. »
2d VOICE.

W m Jf^

where sweet plea-sure's glow-ing; Oh!

Plig^iipfei
swift-ly comes night's drea-ry shade, And
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DUETT.

iii^im
bleak's the path you're go - ing; Then

M^^m
Then

«. m.

^iiiipppig
turn thy wand'ring steps, fair maid, To

L turn thy wand'ring steps, fair maid, To

'^^m
where sweet pkasure's glowing.

^^ v3 —

'

where sweet pleasure's glowing.

U
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First. In this shelter'd bow'r recline,

Beneath the bending willow,

Second. And balmy slumbers shall be thine.

With roses for thy pillow.

Duett. Then in this, &c.

First. Haste thee, maid, across the lawn

;

Oh ! sweetly we'll obey thee

;

Second. And thou shalt roam with early dawn,

Unless soft love should stay thee.

Duett. Then haste thee, &c.
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O WILL YOU SIT IN THE BOW R WITH ME.

Air—Planxty Drury.

Moderato.

^gp^ini:EE3

O WILL you sit in the bow'r with me ? The

len.A.

^^m Siii
grape's rich juice is flow-ing ; 'Tis sweet to

inpiiiyi
sit in the bow'r with mc, We pass our time in
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festive glee, Oh ! merri-ly, merrily, and we sing

Icn. ^^

cheerily, As the rough weather isblowing j Oh!

CHORUS.

iiiiiiiiiii
mer - ri - ly, naer - ri - ly, and we sing

<^^-mmmMp^^
naer - ri - ly, mer - ri - ly^ and we sing

i£^E^ t
mer - ri - ly, mer - ri - ly, and we sing
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i^^
Fir.e,

SH
cheerily, As the rough weather is blowing.

?^E giSiS^ZZM.

cheerily, As the rough weather is blowing,

-H.IL -ft.m 1^ -m^
cheerily,^ As the rough weather is blowing;

p^m=s=sm i
There Beaii-tj breathes the melt-ing sigh, And

i
a

i=i=3=a
courts the soft enjoyment of de-light } Then
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SEE
len

haste hap-py pleasure to try, Ere youth shall

Ptan - - do.

^tepigS
wing its ra-pid flight, And smoothly the

gUiggii^
cur-rent of life will flow. As wine shall in-

mm
spirer us mer - ri - ly ; Joy shall gild our

^^m^m
days be-low, And we'll look to the future
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-0-|:p»_»^:*—
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n DA CAPO.

pga
cheerily.

]^Sg
cheerily.

1^
cheerily.
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SWEET KATHLANE MACREE.

Allegretto.

gES^^E=E=g
Ye winds and ye waves, bear my

sorrows a-way. And ye echoes go babble, for

as^mm wi
rfcrU

nought can I say ; O bear to the ear of sweet

î^0m^m
Kathlane Macree, That my thoughts are on

as a\
fe_.

ii^ii^Ell
her, tho' she thinks not of me. Och
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at— m
why will you wan-der like goose leaving.

^^i
gan - der, Sweet Kath-lane Ma - cree, sweet

(7\

feil
Cl3E *-cr(

Kathlane Macree ? Fly all the world over, you'll

S^^ —

e

ne'er find a lo - ver So constant as me, so

g^illif^g
constant as me. Sweet Kathlane Maeree, sweet

Kathlane Macree.
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My true little heart is your own, my dear creature,

I'ln tender by habit, and constant by nature ;

A lover so constant and true you'll ne'er find,

For I love the whole sex that are pretty and kind.

Then why ivill you wander, &c.

Now union's the word, it is not keeping order

To leare your poor Dermot in grief and disorder

:

United to thee ev'ry hardship I'll brave.

And when dead, I will own myself still your fond

slare.

Then why will you wander, &,c.
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SLEEP ON, MY KATHLEEN DEAR.

Affetuoio.

Sleep on, sleep on, my Kathleen dear, May

^EPi m
peace pes - sess thy breast ; Yet dost thou

dream thy true love's here, Depriv'd of

peace and rest? The birds sing sweet, the
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m^^mm
morning breaks, Those joys, those joys are

none to me: Tho' sleep is fled, poor

Dermot wakes To none but love and thee.

iS^iii a:
none but love and thee.

X
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THE FAIRIES SONG.

^rs

—

Dennis doni be threatening,

FOR TUHEE VOICES.

Flayful.

IliiSiiiiiiifp
Within this shelter'd mossj dell, From

Within this shelter'd mossy dell, From

L Within this shelter'd mossy dell, From



I mortal ken, we fai-ries dwell, When the

mortal ken, we fai-ries dwell, When the

l^ mor-tal ken, we fai-ries dwell, When the

[^iHPiiii
ga-rish eye of day Beams abroad its

jgiiPiifilfi
ga-rish eye of day Beams abroad its

3 ii^
^—

^

k±
t

ga-rish eye of day Beams abroad its

2
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1

I

i^s EI

golden laj

piiliig
golden raj.

golden ray.

Light dancing on the daisied ground,

Our wanton rings we trace around,

When the moon,* with paly light,

Gems the modest brow of night.

Around the mushroom's tawny breast,

'Tis there we hold our elfin feast

;

Honey'd stores of saffron hue.

Acorn cups of nectar'd dew.

O sweetly thus our moments fly.

Till soon the rosy dawn we spy

;
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Then to taste the balmy sleep,

In purple bells we softly creep.

THE GRINDERS.

Allegro.

^^̂ ^m
Search all the world, high and low. Many a

^^P^^
freak, you'll be find - ing ; What do you

^l^pi^
think's all the go ? By the hokey, it's nothing but
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^^^^
grinding. Ter-rj I - o, I - o, Scandal, the

^^^^m:
de - vil can't bind her ; The world is all

^^3=fff=M
"how came you so?" And ev' - ry pro-

^^m
fession's turn'd grinder.

Law's a state mill, and those elvesy

The lawyers, like terrible giants,

Grind all the grist for themselves,

And leave all the chaiF for their clients.

Terry lo, &c.



253

Doctors grind jou for fees so pell-mell,

That they kill you for mere preservation
;

For they know, if they let you grow well,

You'd die soon enough of starvation.

Terry lo, &c.

The gamester he grinds by the card,

O, sure he's the devil's own cousin !

The tailor he grinds by the yard,

And the baker he grinds by the dozen.

Terry lo, &c.

The miser grinds north, east, west, south ;.

The barber at grinding's a crammer
j

The churchwarden's got a wide mouth,

I
And his grinders are like a sledge hammer,

Terry lo, &c.

Like coblers, to make both ends meet.

Thus at grinding all stick to their tether

;

But Old Nick, who all grinders can beat,

I
Will grind the whole boiling togetlier.

Terry lo, &.c.
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Britain's grinders are sound wooden walls
;

The Cambrian and Scot an't behind her j

And for aid when Hibernia calls.

Sure Paddy's the devil's own grinder.

Terry lo, &c.

If ever eras'd from this breast

Are your generous favours so binding,

May the devil grind me with the rest,

Just to properly finish his grinding^

Terry lo, &c.
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MARGERY GRINDER.

TO THE SAME AIR.

When I was a mighty small boy.

Young Margery came to our town, Sir ;

How I was bother'd with joy !

Like a kitten I frisk'd vip and down, Sir,

Calhng her my sweet pearl, following always be-

hind her.

For her black eyes no girl could match my sweet

Margery Grinder.

My mother in vain bade me work ;

Nor work nor eat could poor Barney

;

So she went to old Father O'Rourke,

Told her story, and after some blarney.

Give me advice, says she, no friend than you can

be kinder

:

Father O'Rourke a sheep's eye had liimself cast on

Margery Grinder.
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What devil has got in the place ?

The folks are all mad, cries my mother j

There's Captain Dermot Macshean,

And that deaf lawyer PatricK., his brother,

Xhedy the purblind beau, and old O'Donavaa

blinder.

They're dancing and hobbling all after pert little

Margery Grinder.

This Father O'Rourke gravely heard.

For grave was the Father, though frisky

;

Mrs Liffey, says he, take my word,

(But he first took a noggin of whisky),

Barney will have the girl, catch her where'er he

can find her

:

So by his advice I was married next day to sweet

Margery Grinder.
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oh: when THATl*IirD EYE IS BEAMING.

^iR—The Young Man's Dream.

SIovj, a>:d with Exprt'sion.

Oh ! when that mild eye is beaming, La-

iiiiili^iill^S
dy, my cheek with rap-ture glows ^ Oh!

piyiiiiiPiii
v/hen that soft sigh is streaming, My blood witl

swifter cur - rent flows. The hand of
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iove hath sweet -ly wreath'd Around cnir

i^liiii^^
hearts his ro - sy chain j The lip of

^^m
love hath o'er us breath'd, o'er us breath'd,Rich

gg^i^=3
incense from his f^ne.

Oh ! when that sweet song is floating,

Lady, I drop the pensive tear ;

Oh ! on thee my soul is doating,

I live but when thy smile is near.
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Then fly not thus, ere holy rite

Hath closely link'd our fates on earth

;

Lo ! Hope is beaming on my sight,

To hail dear Pleasure's birth.

DUBLIN SIGHTS.

Allegro Moderato.

iifpli
When at home with dad, I never had no fun, Sir,

^^^^m
Which made me so mad, I swore a-way Vd.

PPBrp^^F^
run, Sir. I pack'd up clothes so smart, Ribb'd

Y
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stockings, vest so pretty j "With money and light

^^mms:e:

heart, Tript off for Dublin ci-ty. Ta rala ra la,

^l^a
ta ra la ra la di.

Soon as I got there.

About the streets I ran, Sir 5

At all the shows to stare,

My rambles I began. Sir.

O, such charming sights !

Music-grinding showmen.

Water lifting lights,

Crocodiles and yeomen.

Ta ra la ra la, &c.
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The next sight I did see.

Was wonderful, good lack, Sir I

A coach drawn by a flea,

And live men made of wax, Sir.

There were Kings and Queens,

And lawyers without lungs, Sir,

Circassians, guillotines,

And women without tongues, Sir.

Ta ra la ra la, &.c.

But the greatest sight

I saw from the beginning,

Was a real sham fight

Upon a field of linen.

I next saw fighting cocks ;

But what I thought most rare, Sir,

Was, shut up in a box,

The Curragh of Kildare, Sir.

Ta ra la ra la, Sec.

At last I got a fright

That made me quake, by gum, Sir,

2



264

For I heard that night

That Bonaparte was come, Sir.

'Twas all a hum, I found,

It prov'd a painted fixture.

For, on Irish ground.

We'll only see his picture.

Ta ra la ra la, &c.

I to the Mall was led,

Where I my eyes did feast, Sir,

To see a man in red

Exhibit the wild beasts, Sir.

Says he, Pay and go in,

I've apes and monkeys plenty

:

Says I, For one within.

Without I'll show you twenty,

Ta ra la ra la, &c.

To playhouse then I goes.

Where I saw merry faces,
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And in the lower rows

Were servants keeping places.

^Mongst actors I found soon

They manage things quite fumiy^

For there they'd " Honey-moon,'*

Before they'd " Matrimony >**

Ta ra la ra la, &c.
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THE BEAM ON THE STREAMLET WAS
PLAYING.

u4iB—Caleendhas Ctootkeennmoe,

Slow.

The beam on the streamlet was playing.The

^l^^^i^
dew-drop still hung on the thorn, When a

PP^^lp
blooming young ceu - pie were stray-ing, To

p^^pgl^^
taste the mild fragrance of morn. He
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msiEc^m
sigh'd as he breath'd forth his dit-ty, And she

» ji

^m *»

felt her breast sweet -I7 glow: "Oh!^^^^
look on your lo - ver with pi - ty, Ma

PP

pm. iZfcZDK

iz±M±z±:-
** Caleendhas Crootheenamoe.

** Whilst green is yon bank's mossy pillow,

* Or ev'ning shall weep the soft tear,

" Or the streamlet shall steal 'neath the willow,

*' So long shall thy image be dear.

** O fly to these arms for protection,

*' If pierc'd by the arrow of woe.
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*: Then smile on niy tender affectioiij

•' Ma Caleendhas Crootheenamoe."

She sigh'd, as his ditty was ended j

Her heart was too full for reply

;

Oh ! joy and compassion were blended^

To light the mild beam of her eye.

He kiss'd her soft hand :
" What above thee

" Could Heav'n in its kindness bestow?"

He kiss'd her sweet cheek :
" Oh ! I love thee.

*' Ma Caleendhas Crootheenamoe I"
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THO LATE I WAS PLUMP.

Allegretto.

gip^Hiia
Tho' late I was plump, round, and jolly, 1

—U—t^t*—^~-^- • 'izr=zr:i=^:re=--^~

cause of my fol » Ij, And soon I'll lie

i^fl
un-der a sod. Sing di- the -rum doo-dle
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i^^^ii
na-ge-tj na-ge-ty tra-ge-ty rum. And

^^^^^m
goosethe-rum foo - die fid - ge - ty fid - ge- ty

^^m ^¥=^1=

ni - ge - ty mum.

Dear Kathleen, then why do you flout me,

A lad that's so cosey and warm,

With ev'ry thing handsome about me,

My cabin and snug little farm ?

Sing ditherum doodle, &c.

What though I have scrap'd up no money ?

No duns at my chamber attend ;
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On Sunday I ride on my poney,

And still have a bit for a friend.

Sing ditheruin doodle. Sec.

The cock courts his hens all around me.

The sparrow, the pigeon, and dove :

Oh ! how all this courting confounds me.

When I look and I think on my love»

Sing ditherum doodle, &e.
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NOW IS THE SPELL-WORKING HOUR OF
THE NIGHT.

Am—Aileen Aroon.

Slow.
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Adtib.

Of one who lov'd.

Music would ever my senses enthrall,

But when that lip breathes the soul-melting call,

O lady, could I fly ?

No—at your feet I'd die,

And, with my latest sigh,

Bless her I lov'd.
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PADDY THE PIPER.

;^feES
When I was a boy in my father's mud edifice,

Ten-der and bare as a pig in a stye,

i^^^^
Out at the door as I look'd with a steady phiz,

i »

—

p #

^—^-^—

^

pgg^
Wha but Pat Murphy the piper came by ?
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if^M^^mi
Says Paddy, But few play this music ; can

iiiiipi^^^
you play? Says I, I can't tell, for I

g^PSB^lii
never did try. He told me that he had a

^mt.-i::rg

charm, To make the pipes prettily speak. Then

^iiifiiiii
squeez'd a bag under his arm, And sweetly they

CHORUS.

i ipgppssiliSS
u-

set up a squeak,With a fa-ral-la la-ral-la

2
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-4
-i-
m

loo, och hone, how he handled the drone ! And

S^p^^^^±=.'tz±

then such sweet mu-sic he blew, *twould have

wm^ î
melted the heart of a stone.

Your pipe, says I, Paddy, so neatly comes over me^

Naked I'll wander wherever it blows.

And if my father should try to recover me,

Sure it won't be by describing my clothes :.

The music I hear nbw, takes hold of my ear now,

And leads me all over the world by the nose.

So I foUow'd his bagpipe so sweet,

And sung, as I leapt like a frog,

Adieu to my family seat,

So pleasantly plac'd in a bog.

With my faralla, &c.
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Full five years I followed him, nothing could sunder

us,

Till he one morning had taken a sup,

And slipp'd from a bridge in a river just under us.

Souse to the feottom, just like a blind pup.

I roar'd out, and bawl'd out, and hastily call'd out,

O Paddy, my friend, don't you mean to come up ?

He was dead as a nail in a door

;

Poor Paddy was laid on the shelf;

So I took up his pipes on the shore,

And now I've set up for myself—

With my faralla laralia loo, to be sure I have not

got the knack

To play faralla laralia loo, aye, and bubbcroo did»

deroo whack.
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SWIFT FLY THE HOURS.

j^jR—Open the Door softlij.

Moderato.

i
rssniszz^ ^ s9 » i=«
Swift fly the hours, when ia youth's happy

gft^pe^
day, Love and wine wreathe the garJand of

mrn^ĵ ^
plea- sure? Mirth on our brow sheds its

pi ii^^
fos - ter - ing ray, And life is a bounti-fvil
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iiig=^=i
I treasure. Oh ! swift fl/ the hours, when in

(Oh ! swift flj the hours, when in

s^ife'NpP^.J.

Oh I swift fly the hours, when in

fEsmM
youth's happy day, Love and wine wreathe the

S^-N •^ ¥—»

—

w—

r

youth's happy day, Love and wine wreathe the^ f=*Ei^my—e

—

m
youth's happy day, Love and wine wreathe the
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garland of pleasure.

i^iS
garland of plea-sure.

^^ik-ba-l^

L garland of plea-sure.

Dear to our hearts is the magical chord

That vibrates to Sympathy's finger

;

Fondly we hang on a sigh or a word.

And, *raptur'd, by beauty we linger.

Oh ! dear to our hearts, &c.

Sweet is the time when in union of soul

Eiich cheek with a smile in enlighten'd

:

Care flies abash'd from the vine-blushing bowl,

Each eye by good humour is brighten'd.

Oh ! sweet is the time, &c.
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paddy's balloon.

Ailegretit.

m P-T-f-

"^W-

i

Some have travers'd the fathomless ocean, Others

'Jl:i::e

A-fri-ca's coast have explor'd; By the

^is yg^(»
»-e

pow'rs, but I think the best notion Is riding the

^-H-H-

pEg^gig||E|
sky on . '^oard. While tied to a bladder of

^^rs fc

smoke, Sir, The he-mi-sphere round you may
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i
sail5 You'l

__
1—

1

1
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If your neck should get broke, I dare saj, Sir,

The expence would be nothing at all.

Sing dooder roo, &c.

Then with changing of horses such bother.

You'll be rid of all that very soon

;

Sure as I am the son of my mother,

You may breakfast to-night in the moon

;

While the stars will be blinking about, Sir,

To judge what this wonder may be,

And some would suppose, without doubt, Sir,

'Twas Ireland jumpt out of the sea.

Sing dooder roo, &c.
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SINCE LOVE IS THE PLAN.

Allegretto.

g^pgBg
Since love is the plan, I'll love if I can, But

^g^fe^P^l
first Id; me tell you what sort of a man

;

^Ji^
In ad - dress how com-plete, And in

gg^siiriipi

dress spruce andneat J No matter how tall, so he's
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=E=p-
ezs

iEIZE ^l^i^
o-ver five feet; Not dull nor too wit-ty, His

'1Û ii fi^-

eyes I'll think pret-tj, If sparkling with

iispgiSis^
pleasure when-e-ver we meet. If sparkling with

_.«.h5i __!!.^^^11^
pleasure whenever we meet. Not dull nor too

iiPSpg^gp
wit - ty, His eyes I'll think pret-ty, If

sparkling with pleasure whenever we meet.

Aa
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Though gentle he be.

His man he shall see,

Yet never be conquer'd by any but me j

In a song bear a bob.

In a glass hob or nob.

Yet drink of his reason his noddle ne'er rob.

This is a fancy,

If such a man can see,

I*m his, if he's mine , until then I am firee.
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SHEPHERDS, I HAVE LOST MY LOVE

AiB—The Banks of Banna.

^^^^m
Shepherds, I have lost my love.

i^^g^S
Have you seen my An - na, Pride of ev' - ry

^Eplfeg^
sha - dy grove, Up - on the banks of

A-

-m^m m
Ban-na? I for her my home forsook,



^^ip^iiii
Near yon mis-ty mountain, Left my flock, my

i^ii^eii
pipe, my crook, Greenwood shade, and

fountain.

Never shall I see them more,

Until her returning

;

All the joys of life are o'er,

From gladness chang'd to mourning.

Whither is my charmer flown ?

Shepherds, tell me whither :

Ah, woe for me I perhaps she's gone

For ever, and for ever.

FINIS".

.t^\^
. 1^
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boards.

DICKSON'S PRACTICAL
AGRICULTURE; or, Complete System
of Modern Husbandry ; illustrated by
many Copper-plates, two volumes, 4to.

il. Its. 6d. boards.

AN ACCOUNT OF THE
MODES OF DRAINING LAND, accord-

mg to the System pr.act ised by Mr. Joseph
Elkiagton, (for the discovt-ry of which a re-

ward of one thousand pounds was bestow,

ed by Parliaiueai), drawn up for publica.

tion by authority of the Board of Agricul-

ture, by JOHN .iOHNSTONE; a new and
improved Edition, price 12s. in boards.

POTTS's BRITISH FAR-
MER'S COiMPLETE CYCLOI'^EDIA ; or

Agricultural Dictiauary : including every

science or subject connected with Hus-
nandry, the Choice, Breeding, Feeding,

Cure, and Management of Live Stock, tlie

Culture ot Trees, Grasses, Wool, Art of

making Malt Liquor, Wines, Cyder, &c.

with elegant plates of every article used,

coloured and plain, 31. ISs. fid. 4to. bds.
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A TREA riSE on the CUL-
TURE of the APPLE and PEAR, Manu-

;

facture of Cyder, Perry, kc. By T. A.

KNIGHT, Esq. Fourth Edition, 4s.bds.
j

CULPEPPER'S HERBAL
IMPROVED. Price, wit!) pUiu Plates,

Ss. bou.id, or with coloared Plates. Ts. Oii.

THE ENGLISH PHYSICL'^N EN-
LARGED, containing ThreR Hundred and

|

Sixly-niiie Medicines made of English
\

Herbi, i.ot iu any former edition of Cul- 1

pcper's British Herbal ; also a Complete
j

Metliod oThysic, wh.reby Health maybe
preserved and Cures effected by Medioiues

]

•f English growth, the best adapted to

Engliih Constitulicms ; to which is added,

a Present fur the Ladies.

By Dr. PARKINS, of Grantham

CROSBY'S BUILDER'S
TRICE P.OOK, corrected to the present

time. This new Edition contains the pre-

sent Prices of all Materials used, Correct

Tables, by which the whole expencc of a

Suilding of any maajnitude may be readily

ascertained—also Directions for making

Ijmes and Cetneuts—Copious Abstracts of

the various Acts—List of District Sur-

eyors, A:c.

R^ J. PHILIPS, Surveyor,

Author of the History of Inland Naviga-

tion, assisted by ?eveial eminent Sur-

Teyors and Builders ; 4s. sewed.

TheCOMPLETE GRAZIER,
er Fanner and Cattle Dealer's Assistant.

By A LINCOLNSHIRE GRAZiER, as-

sisted by many eminent Agriculturists ;

illustrated by engravings on wood, price

12s. boards.

" We are convinced we cannot perform
a more useful seivue than to recommend
this volume as a book of constant refei-

•nce." Dickson's Agricultural Mag.
Vol. 14.

" It is not only the first publication en
this department of Rural Economy, but is

a very well digested and comprehensive
work, and deserves particular praise."

Eclectic Review, Sept, 1807

.

A TREATISE ON THE
CHOICE, BUYING, and GENERAL
WAN aGEMENT of LIVE STOCK ; com-
prising Delineations and Descriptions of

Black Cattle., Sheep, Swine, Horses, Shep-

herds' Dogs, Asses, Mules, Poultry, Rab-

bits, and Bees ; together with an Appen-

dix on the Improvement of British Wool,
and on the Destruction of Vermin infest-

ing Farm-yards, &c. &c. with many en

gravings on wood, of the various Breeds

of Horses, O.xen, Sheep, Hogs, Dogs, fic.

A new and enlarged Edition, by the Au-
thor of the Complete Grazier, 63 8vo. bds.

THE YOUNG BOTANISTS,
or DialoLiies on BoUuj with coloMred

plates, 5s. nail Douaa

An entire New Work, addressed to ever^
class of the Commaaiiy, for the genera

purpose of Establish n?. Preserving, and
Improving the Health, price 4s,

Dr. CHURCHILL'S Ge-
nuine GUIDE to HEALTH, intended

as an Antidote to the ppruicio'Us Rffects

of Quackery, or the most rational means
of preserving Health, preventing and cur-

ing Diseases, and obtainmg a good old

age. To which are added, Remarks on
Exercise, Air, Cleanliness, &c. Cursory Ob-

servations on Excesses, dreadful effect!

produced on the Animal (Economy, by
certain solitary aud destructive practices,

as well as the immediate use of Debilitat-

ing Medicines. The whole written and
arranged in a. brief, but clear aud familiar

manner, for the express purpoie of con-

veying information on these impoitant

subjects to private individuals aud families.

By T. FURLONG CHURCHILL, M. D.

Autlior of the New Prnrtical Family Phy-
sician, &c. &c.

" The little Volume before us is most ex-

cellent in its kind, and deserves the en-

couragement which its rapid sale already

gives promise of." Ladies Museum.

A GRAMMAR OF BO-
TANY, containing a complete and familiar

Introduction to the Science of Botany, for

the Use of Botanical and Medical Stu-

dents, and of Schools. By Dr. J HORN-
TON, with numerous plates, price 7s. or

with the plates coloured, 12s. bound.

TAPLIN's FARRIERY Im-
proved ; shewing the Nature, Struc-

ture, and Figure of a Horse ; Diseases in-

cident to; Advice to Purchasers; exempli-

fied by ten plates. Rules for Breeding and

Training Colts, with Practical Receipts for

Curing the Distempers in Oxen, Cows,

Calves, Sheep, Lambs, Hogs, &c. A new
Edition, 23. boards.

BELL'S TEN MINUTE'S
ADVICE to every Person going to Pur-

chase a Horse, price Is.

BELL'S POCKET FAR-
RIER, how to Treat a Horse on a Jour-

ney, price Is.

A New Improved Edition, price 2s. 6d. ex-

tra sewed, with a new Plate of Flies,

BEST'S CONCISE TREA-
TISE on the ART of ANGLING, by ae-

tual Experience, consisting of

1. A Description of Fish Angled for in

England, Seasons, Rules, Hints, &c.
2^. Method of Cboosing Rods, Lines, and

Hooks.
,

3. Baits used, where found, and hnw

preserved ; Signs from the Sun, Dew, &c.

4. Natural and Artificial Fly-fishing,

Flies Used,Mannerof Dubbi? g, &c.

5. Principal Rivers, Laws, and Prognos-

tics of the Weather.
,

6. Method of making lith-ponds, Steves,

Recent DiscQveriec, and Anglers' Terms,
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Established Works on Trade and Commerce,

CROSBY'S MERCHAN PS
and TKADESMAN'S DICTIONAaY,
coulainiiig aji abundance of importaiir. in

forniKtioii, alike useful o the private Geu-
tlem.in, tlie Ma.i of Business, and tlie

F<tim<r ; to wliicli is aaw preaxeJ, a cor-

rect uoloiired M^p of llie Roadj of Cnj-
lan ! and Wa'es, price 93. extra b.jH'ds.

riiii is one of tlie most wanted nad
useful Dictir5u;iries w-. Iim^e Sf-en; the vast

variety of subjects it contains, v/tll lie

foun i necesSrtiy iind convPiiient for every
person, fiom the Petr to t'le raeniai ser-

vant.'' Anti Jacobin Rei4fu'. Oct. 180.!.

" We have already liad oi-i,-a*loii to ex-

press onr f-ivourable opinion of Ill's Mer
c«..tile Mioual,—(Review. .N.S. vol. Ix. p.

*iS), I'JJ to obitrve that wt ha.i seiJom
met I'ith K coni'iUtion wiiich lOntaaied

sue;; a stoc o; userui m.lierin so ^ir.all a

co.npa.is. 'lo jui.ge fi.j:u I'lu '
a.ly ap-

peal ance of a sec. ;.ia .ivlitij.i. lIu'
;
u')!ic

seem to iie of tr.e same way 3f i..u. \iug.

The chief additions in the pi-esent copy le-

gard O'-ir jv.is: India and American Trade,
our MauulHcturing I'owus, and the altera-

tions recently rnxde in our Commercial
Lau," Montlily Review. August 1803.

COLLINS's COMPLETE
READY KliCKONER in MlNI.-ifURC.
The most convenient book or the Itiud

ever published, consisting of Taijles ac-

curately cast up, adapted to tile use of

Wholesale and Keiad Dealers, the amount
of any Number or Quantity of Goods, rrom
one up to ten thousand, from one fariliing

to one pound, and Tallies of Interest,

Comraissiun.'Broksrane, Weights and Mea-
sures, a Corr."Ct List of London Bankers,
Stamps now in Use, &c. &c. Is. 6d. bound,
or in calf lettcied ;.'s.

'

A GRAMMAR ofTRADE,
M AM IT i' AC I U RES, and COMiMi:RCi:,
conti Jiiig popular Accounts of all the

difterenthiaaches ofTRADE and MaNU-
FACTURE6.—Definitions of tlie various

PERSdNS emuloyed in then.—Descrip-
tion C f.c Origin and Uses of Co.UMO-
DITIES.—A VocabuUry of I'ERMS used
in the di'r'erent Br.mches of Commerce.
— TABLES of FOREIGN .MONIES,
WEIGHI'- and MEASURES. — An.;

MAXIMS of Experience f- r young Trades-
men by T. MORTIMER, Esq. price

3s. fid. bound.
This Work is so subdivided that it may

easily be committed to Memory, and ti-.n'

are annexed some hundred Questions,

calculated to render the Student expert in

every Branch of the Theory and Practice

of Commerce, and impress upon his mind
important a.ixionis which many years

practice would n.t enable him to acquire.

Such a Work ought to be put into the

^nds of everj buy ntcnded ior business.

TABLf^S OF INTEREST,
COMMISSION, BROKERAGE, and EX-
CHANGE, at all the usual Rates percent,
on a new and accurate plan To which
are anirexed, a new Table for reducing In-
terest, a Complete Iteady Reckoner, and
other Commorciftl Tables. Deoicated to
the Governors of t.ic Bank and Royal
Bank of Scotland. By \VM. STENHOUSE,
t'.A.S.E. Accountant at Edinburgh.

The Second E Jition, with an abridge.
ment of tne last Stamp Act, U. Is 8vo. bds^

" Tnese Tables appear complete ; thei/

are very accurate and compui.- tne inte-

rest for a drty to the 730Utli part of a far-

thing, and he obtains a.i exacwr justice
than Mr. Hurry." Aikin's Ann. Rev. 180fi.

A NEW SY.STEM of.SHORT
HAND, by which more may be written in
one hour than in one hour and a half by
any other pubiished. which is proved by
comparison; also a metliod by which any
person i;iay determine, before he begins to
learn, it this system will enable hiintofol-
low a speaker.

B-/ SAMUEL RICHARDSON,
Late Teacher at Chester, Liverpool, &c.
Fourth Edition, price 8s. 3vo. boards.

ANEW INTRODUCTION
to BOOK-KEEPING, atterthe Italian M»
thod. By tie Rev. if. TURNER. L.L.D.
late of.Magdalen Cidlege. Oxford. I'he 5th
Edition, augme.itcd and carefully cor-

rected. By Mr. MALIIA.^I, Is.

TABLES OF INTEREST,
accuraifly calculated from 1 to 30'J0l. at
live per cent, for one to ninety-six days,
and from one 'o twelve moutos — Ditto of
Commis-ion Irom 1 iitii to live per cent.

—

By THOMA5 MilCliELL, Accountant,
London. Piic-.t Si. extra boards.

THE WHOLE ART OF
BOOK-BINDING, from Forwarding to

EMiaan.l Fancy V/ork, Vellu'.a, &c. &c.
with Recipe.s for M.iking and Using Co
lours, Marbling G Iding, &c. price Ts. 6d*

STOWERS's COMPOSI-

PHILLIPS'S GENERAL
HISTORY of INLAXD \AVIGAiION,
coniainini; a tull and cle r Account of
'he Canals hnisiied, as w 1 as those now
lu hand. 10s. Od. board,.

THE TRAILER'S and MA-
NUb'ACTUUER'S OOMPEM DIU.M, con-
taining the Laws, Cu^toins, and ile^ula.

tions relative to Trade. By JOSHUA
MONTEFIORE, Esq. Author of the Com-
mercial Pictionary, 3 vols, 8vo. 135. bd*-
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A FRENCH and ENGLISH
and ENGLISH and FRENCH DICTION-
AliV.adaptfd for nenerrtl use, in which ob-

solete words are expnngod, and many tliou-

saiid useful words, not to be found in any

other French and English Dictionary, art

introduced. By M. L'ABBE DE I.EVI-

ZAC, Author of the GrammaroftheFrench
"Language. Priee 12s. bound.

Every Teacher and Student of the French

Language must long have been sen ible of

the imperfections, omissions, and impro-

prieties, which have hitherto discredited

the Frencli Dictionaries in common Use

in England. The qualifications of the Abbe

Levizac, for the compilation of a French

and Euglish Dictionary, are well known

both in England and France, in which

latter country all his works have been re-

priBted, and generally adopted as ttie best

elementary system of the French Lan-

'"'the young LADY'S
NEW GUIDEto ARITHMETIC, the com.

mon Rules and Questions on Domestic

Affairs, \vith the Applications of each Role,

the Method of making ont Bills of Par-

eels Ueceipts, Notes. &c. tJie sixth edi-

tion, price 23. bound. B» JOHN GREIG,
Private Teacher of Wriiing, Geography.

«ud iMathematics, Chelsea.

AN INTRODUCTION to

the USE of the GLOBES, for Voiith of

both Sexes; containing Definitions and

Problems in Geometry ; the Stereo-jraphic

Projection of the Spheres ; the Rise and

Progress of Geography and Astronomy.
• This is a vei y useful manual for stu

Tientsin astronomy. The problems are

judiciously selected, and the solntious

neat and perspicuous. The Author has

used none but the most respectable werks,

and appears, on a cursory view, to have

«sed them well."— Bcii. Critic, Feb. 1805.

A GRAMMAR OF CHK-
MISTRY, being an easy and practi'-al

Introduction to that useful Science ; in-

tended for the Use of Students and Schools,

with familiar experiments, questions, and

plates, by the Rev. D. BLAIR, price 45.

'"poems on VARIOUS
SUBJECTS, selected to induce the Prac

tice of Virtue, and intended to cnmprije

the Beauties of English Poetry, by E.

TOMKINS. In a neat pocket volume, .3s.

toound.
Another elejant Edition, with Engrav-

ings, a handsome jiresent for Youth, 4s. Gd.

""""the new PLEASING
JNSTllUCTOR; or, an Introduction to

the v.trious Speakers, consisting of Select

Pieces in Prose and Verse, from modern

Authors. .1«. 6d. hound.

JOHNSON'S MINIATURE
POCKET DiCilONARY, beautifully

f r inteJ uud bound, 3s.

Popular School Books.

An Im^orved Edition, Stereotvped;otvped.

ENFIELD'S GENERx\L
PRONOUNCING DICTIONARY of the

ENGLISH LANGUAGE, shewing the

Orthography, Explanation, Accentuation,

ami Pronunciation of all the purest and

most approved Terms, according to th«

most eminent present Orators, &c.
" To p.\press by letters the nice distinc-

tions between sounds is no easy task ;
but

in tlic work before us, the Author has

taken no small pains in compilation. His

scheme of the vowels maVes them com-

prehend twenty-two sounds, and that of

the consonants represents their powers to

be numerous. We were for the most part

pleased with his mode of pronunciition.

The paper is good, and the typography is

neat." Monthly Kevica; Feb. 1808,
" This little Dictionary may be justly

recommended to all persons desirous of

acquiring a knowledge of the principles

necessary to form a correct and approved

pronunciation."—Gc«(. Mag. July, 1807.

The Sixth Edition, carefully revised, and
considerably augmented with several

Articles of Original Matter, price 5s.

bounil, or on fine Medium Paper, for

Gentlemen's Libraries, Os. 6d. extra bds.

ESSAYS ON RHETORIC.
Abridged, cliiefly from Dr. Blair's Lec-

tures on that Science, comprehending De-

finitions and Criticisms upon Taste and

Genius, Sublimity and Beauty in Writing,

the Origin of Linanaso, the different

Styles, the Structure of the English Tongue,

Figures of Rhetoric, the Structure of S^.n-

tences, and the Art of forming an Elegant

Style; Eloquence, and its Origin: Elo-

quence of Popular Assemblies, ot the Pul-

pit, Bar, &c. ; Conduct of a Discourse,

Poetry, its Origin and Progress.

MAYOR'S NEW SPEAKER,
or English Cla^s Book To which is pr«.

fixed, a Short System of Rhetoric, and an

Essay on Enunciation, or Delivery, chiefly

ext.-acted from Blnir's Lectures, tor the

Useof Sdiools. 4tli Edition. 4s. (5.1. hound.

The SURVEYOR'S GUIDE,
or a Treatise on Pr.ictical Land Surveying,

in Seven Parts, with the Method of Draw-

in?, Reducing, or Augmenting Plnns, with

many Wood Cuts, [lip second edition, en-

larged. By J. COTES,
Surveyor at Wirksworth, in Derbyshire,

the most difficult County to survey in

the Kingdom; price 3s. 6d. or ou fine

royal paper, 5s. tjil. boards.

DAY'S SaNDFORD AND
MERTON; Abridged, 43. bound.

Tlie GENUINE and COMPLETE EDI-
TION, with four new plates: two vols.

12nio. 8s bound.

GEOGR-IPHY for CHILD-
REN, an easy Method of Teaching Geo.

graphy; from Du F.esuoy. Mr. Poole'*

uew and improved Edition, Ss. bound.



Books Published by B. and R. Crosbj/ and Co.

LOWNDES'S NEW AND
COMPLETE HISTORY of ENGLAND,
from the Invesioti ot' Julius Cssar to tlie

Uareslricted Regency, 18!2, by Questiou
and Answer, from Autlieutic Documents,
including the recent Transactions, with a
beautiful Frontispiece. Revised by the

Kev. J. MALHAM, ICmo. A new edition,

5s. boards.
*' The iraprovoments noticed in this se-

cond edition are numerous: it would be

culpable not to point out towards tlie

close, the Editor's animated appeal to the

Eritisli Character, and his nervous and
energetic description of that true spirit of

patriolisra which should warm every heart

ia the present state of the political world."
Gent. Mug. ApiU, 1803.

TOOKE's PANTHEON ; or,

Heathen Gods, Heroes, &c. with many
plates, 6s. 6d. bound. Also a Neat Edi-

tion, printed at York, 65.

A New Edition, Improved hy Mr. Levctt,

price ^U. seued.

THE EXPEDITIOUS In-
structor ; or. Art of Reading, Writing,

and Antemetic, rendered easy, containing ;

1. Directions for writing a free hand.

2. Grammar and Punctuation.

3. Arithmetic, Geography, and Astronomy.
4. Forms of Bills, or Parcels, Receipts,

Notes, and Bills of Exchange.
5. Making Pens, Ink, Sealing-wax, &c.
6. Specimens of writing by the first Masters.

7. Chronology, Epitaphs, &c.
8. Letters on various subjecto.

9. A List of Books necessary for Youtli.

THE NAVAL PLUTARCH,
or Lives of Britain's Naval Heroes, drawn
up as examples for the imitation of youth,

By the Rev. Dr. BURN EY,
•Master of the Naval Academy, at Ports-

mouth, with portraits,7s- fid. bound and
letmid.

THE BRITISH NEPTUNE,
or Naval History of Great Britain, from

the eaihe^t lecords to the present time.

By the Rev. Dr. BURNEY,
Master of the Naval Academy at Pons
mouth, with Views of great Engagements,
price 7s. fid, hound and lettered.

Fine Wood Engravings ot upwards of Throe
Hundred Quadrupeds, Birds, Fishes, and
Insects, copied from Nature, and en-
graved on Wood willi taste and accur-
acy. Demy ICmo. os. fid. boards, 6s.

bound. A few Copies in 8vo. on the
finest wove paper, for Gentlemen's Li-

braries, lOs. fid. Injards.

A DESCRIPTION ofxMORE
THAN THREE HUNDRED ANl.MALS,
includinj Quadrupeds. Birds, Fishes, Ser-

pents, «nd Insects, forming a valuable
comprndiam of Natural History, inter-

spersed with Oiiginal Remarks and In-se-

resting Quotations from Ancient and Mo-
dern Authors. Also an Original Appen-
dix on Allegorical and Fabulous Animals,
and an Index of the whole, with the Eng-
lish, Latin, and French names. A New
Edition, recomposed for the purpose of
expunging what m,-iy have appeared inju-

dicious in former Editions, and to augment
and render the whole interesting, by the
insertion of amusing Anecdotes, and Ob-
servations from the hest Autliorities.

By A. D.M'QUIS.n.F.S.A.

THE ELEMENTS of ENG-
LISH EDUCATION, tor Youth of both
Sexes, with Maps, Wood Cuts, &c.; con-
taining the leading parts of English Liter-
ature

—

1. The Elementary Principles of English
C. Grammar. 3. Oratory.

4. History, with tlje Divisions of the King-
dom.

5. Geography and the Use of the Globes.

6. A Prose Selection from approveiAuthors
7. Poetical Selections from the best Authors

By JOHN BROWN,
Master of an Academy at Kingston, Surrey,

5s. boards, 53. fid. bound.

GOLDSMITH'S GRAM-
MAR of GEOGRAPHY, rendered into

easy Verse, describi.ig thf situations, man-
ners, and produce of all n.itions, lor the
use of Young Persons. By the Rev. W. B.
JOHNSON. Price 4s. half bound.

A CIRCLEoftheSCIENCES,
for the Use of Schools and young Persons;
containing a clear, yet brief exidanation of
the piiiiciples and objects of the most irrw

porlant branches of huvn^ii knowledge. By
WILLIAM aiAVOR, L.L.D. S:c. &c. il-

lustratfd with Engravings, priceSs. bound*

Juvenile Puhlication
^

THE BOOK of TRADES;'
or, Library of the Useful Arts, in which

every Trade is illustrated with separate

EHgraviniJS, and its history, utility, pre-

sent state, advantages, and disadvantages

are fully and accurately described. In

three volumes, price 10s. 6d. handsomely
half bound, or 153. coloured.

GAY'S FABLES, in Two
Tarts complete, with his Life, embellished

with lOObeaatiful Wood Cuts by Branston,

8 ueac pocket volume, price 3s. fid. bds.

for Christmas Presents.

THE ACCOMPLISHED
YOUTH ; or, the True Principles of Mo.
rality and Politeness, 23. 61. extra boards,

ADVICE to YOUTH. *
Compendium of the Duties of Human
Life, by Dr. HUGH BLAIR. 3d Edition,

2s. extra hoards.

CROSBY'S ELEGANT
PRECEPTOR,being an introduction to th«

Knowledge of the World and Ustful Ac-
complibhiueiits, Is, 6d. boards.
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I'Hii DAISY; or, tJauiion
ary SU'rica, Vi Vp-S' , a la, 'eJ to Mv ^deas

ot Cliildren fion. lour to ei^llt years old

witli thirty-two plate:?, Is. rr coloured, Cs,

THE COWSLIP, intended
as a CouliDu;.i.iou,by ilie s.ime Author, Is.

or coloiMetl Is. fid.

THE HI.-^TORY of BRI-
TISH LIHDS, w.th coloure<i tii£rr<.viugi.,

price 03. Iii.tt bound.

THE HISTORY of BRI-
TISH DOVIESTIC QUADlUU'JiDS, il-

liistruted with ant-cdotes and engravings,

price 25. 6d. lialf bouad

THE HISIORY of ENG-
LAND, ii- E!:sy aufi Frtmiliar Vt-rse. By
\V. U.jOIiJSSON, adapted lo th.- JlPiiiory

of Childrfcu at an i-arly age, Is. lialf bouiul

A POETICAL HISTORY
of OREECK, l)y the same Author, price

2s. 6d. half bound.

A POETICAL HISTORY
of ROME, liy tlie same Author, price

2s. fid. halt bound.

THE MAGIC LANTERN,
an amusii)? and instructive Exhibitiou for

young Piioplc, with eleven colouied en-

gravings. £y the Authoress of Slioit

StorieSjSummer Rambles, &c. <5rc. piice 6s.

lialf bound.

PUZZLE for a CURlOl S
GIHL, with J3 pUtes, 2s. 6d. half bound.

THE LIFEof BELISARIUS-
»he Roman General, abiidoed, from the

French of Marmonlel; with four coloured
plates, price Is.

THE HISTORY of TELE-
WACIR'S, liie Son of Ulys^e's, abritlocd.

from the French of Fcuelon, with four co-

loured plates, price Is.

JINGLES, 91 ORIGINAL
RHYMES for CIIILDDEN; price 6(i.

•with [)lates Is. and Is. 6d. coloured.

PRESENTS for GOOD
BOTS, or the Toy-Shop ; adorned «ith
beautiful Engravings, price Is.

PRESENTS for GOOD
GIRLS, with ditto, price Is.

MELMOTH's (SIDNEY)
BEAUTIES of BRITISH PROSE, intend-
ed as a CoiTipaniou to his Btiiuties o)

Poetry, ICmo. 5b.

A GRAMMAR of TtlADE,
1IANUF.\CTURE.S. a..d Ci.)MMERCE,
containing Dopular Accnuiits of al! the dif-

ferent Bia,iCl\PS of I'lade and "lauutac.

tures—Defmitions ot the Various Ferions
employed in them—Desfripti.u of the Ori-

gin and Usee- cf Cumnioditics—Vocabulary
of Terms u;e 1 in the liiflFerent Erai.cl.es of
ComtTierce—TaMes of Foreign Monies,
Weights, and Measures—and Maxims of

Experu-nce for Y.jun-j TraJesraon, by T.

MOKriMER, Esq. puce 3s. 6d. bour.d.

This Work is so subiiyvded thai it may
easily be oomrai'.ted i" mepioiy, und there

are annexed some huud;t-u Questions, cal-

culated to render riie 'itader.r. expert in

pverv Branch of the ti.eoiy and practice

of Commi Kf!, and im;ir<;ss upon his mind
importfiv.t ;.nxioms, Wiich mkiiy years

practiie would :)0t enable him to acquire.

Such a Wc rk ought to be put inio tiie hands
of every boy intended :or buiiness

CROSBY'S LONDON UNI-
VEKSAL Lr.TlEH WRITi- R, ccru.iuiing

a great var.i'vot pl;.io, easy, enlerl.iiuing,

.ind fanuUar Oripi' al Ei-tt.-rs an Fric.nls'ap,

Businefs, Love, and E ucaiiiin. Forms of
Petitions, "Met! lods nf addressing Superiors,

Instructions for Writing, &c. Is. se.wcil.

GENUINE AND COM-
PLEIE EDli UJN of DAY'S S.ANDFURD
and MFitlON, embellisheil with four

new plates, m two neat vr.luni's, 12mo.
nrice 8s. bound, THE HIPTOKV of

SANDFORD and ;\IERTON. iniencied for

the Use ')( Children, by THOMAS DAY.
A new Edition, to which is pr^-fixed, a
Sketch of t!)e Author's Life.

" Suffer little children to come unto me,
and forbid them not."

AN EASY GRAMMAR of
SACRED inSVORY, containing tiic Prin-

~
lis in the Old an;i New Testa-

„.c..i, 1.., Mr. A. RUNDALL. of Percy
House, Bath ;

price 3s. 6d. bound.

THE SON ofA GENIUS, a
Tale tor the Use of Y'ouiii ; by the Au
rhor of An Officer's Widow and i'amily'

Daughl
----
in Law, &c. 5s. bound.

A GRAMMAR ofBOTANY,
coniaiidng a compute and familiar Intro-

duct.on to the Science of Botany, for tha

Use it Botanical and Medical Students,

and of Scbocds. Dy Dr. THORNTON, with

numerou . plates, price 7s. or with tne plates

colourc'd, 12s. bound.

THE YOUNG BOTANISTS,
or Dialocues on Botany, with coloured

plates, 5*. half bound.

ORIGINAL FABLES, by a
Lady, Dedicated to the Princess of Wales,

with 5* fine wood cuts, on wove foolscap

paper, 7s. 6d. extra boards.
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Miscellaneous, Literary, S^c.

MODERN LONDON, be-
ing the History and Present state of the
British Metropolis, faithfully drawn up
from the most autlieu:ic materials, and il-

lustrated w.'h ci series of highly finished
engrarinjs, on a plan entirely new. la
ene large and elegant volume, 4to, embel-
lished «?it!i fifcy-four eopper-plates, thirty-

one 01 which are coloured, 31. 3s. boards.
It iias been the iuteutioa of the Editors

of the pre"^ent splendid and valuable work,
to eAlii'iil Lomion as it is, and to furnish
Englio'im?n ind Foreigners with a system-
atic, comj,lete, and elegant performance,
worthy to otcipy a place in a Nobleman's
or Gentieinau's library, by (he side of Mi.
Pennant's work, which, it should be under-
stood, treats oniy of the Antiquities and
former State of Loudon.

In Five Volumes, Foolscap, 303 boards,

LAURA ; or an Anthology
ofSounet? (oa the Petrarcau Model;, fccid

Elegiac Qujtuorzaius: E»gU^fi, Italian,

Spanish, Portuguese, French,, and Ger-
man, Original and Translated ; with a
Preface, Critical and Biographic Notes, and
Index. Hy CAPEL LOFFT.

TALES ; Comic, Instructive,
and Amusing, from admired English aud
Foreign Authors, just completed, in two

j

volumes, on fine royal wove paper, wiHi
proof plates, 183. boards; demy paper, 12s,

boards.

FLOWERS OF LITERA-1
TURE; or, CliawcterisUc Sketches of Hu-
man Nature and Modern Manners ; con-

sisting of Anecdotes, Tales, Narratives,

Curious Stories, &c. &c. from the most ce-

lebrated productions, calculated to instruct

as well as to amuse and enliven the ima-
gination ; also Portraits and Biography of

many Popular Characters.

N. B.—Sets of seven volumes are now
become very scarce, but every volume
formj a complete work, and abounds with

a diversity of amusing subjects. May be

had separate, 6s. each.

HUME'S HISTORY OF
ENGLAND, with Smollett's continaatioo,

in 16 vols, royal 18vo, with I70 superb Em-
bellishmpijts, on copper and wood. Print-

ed by Ballantyne, Bcnsley, &c. ; best edi-

tion published, boards. 19l.4s.

The same Work, and Embelli^hincnts, I6

vols, demy 8vo. boards, ill. 45.

Also jus: published, a New Edition, by

Cadell and Co. demy 8vo. 51. 17s. A few

Copies on royal paper, 7I. 17s.

THE LADY'S ECONOMI-
CAL ASSISTANT ; or, the Art of Cutting

Out and Making the most useful Articles

of Wearing Apparel, without waste, ex-

plained by the clearest directions and nu-

merous Engravings of appropriate and
tasteful patterns. By the Author of Do-
nieslic Cookery, price iSs.

THE ENCYCLOPAEDIA of
WIT, contnining upwards of Three Thou-
sand of th" best Bon Mots, Laughable
Anecdotes, and Pieces of Genuine Wit
and Humour existing in the English Lan-
guas^e; beicg the most complete, pure, and
classical collection of this kind ever publish-

ed. A new Eiition, in one closely printed
pocket volume, price (js. in boards, or 73.

bound.
In the compilation of 'this work, collec-

tions of a similar nature, in various Eu-
ropean languaj^es, have been cojsulted,

particularly the great French volume of the

Encycioptediatia, from which every ihiuff

worthy of notice has uceu seleced ; and
the best use has oeeu male of every pre-

vious collection, however scarce or voluQi-

iuous, from which it was likely an article of
value could be gleaned.

THE MIRROR OF THE
GRACES ; or, English Ladies' Costume;
on Dress aud the various Accomplishments
of the Female Sex, agreeably u> the Princi-

ples of Nature and Rules i' Propriety.

—

Price, with coloured Plates, 6». fid.; plaia

5s, boards.

*, This necessary Companion to th«

Fair Sex has been translated and pub-
lished in tlie French Langnat-e at Paris,

and is sought after by the Females of thii»

Nation with unprecedented avidity.

The Montlily Review for June, 181«,

speaks of this Edition iu tlie following

nattering terms:—" We think the observa-

tions on propriety in dress, and in dancing
evince taste and good sense."

ROBERTSON'S HISTORY
of SCOTLAND, two volumes, 8vo. with a
fine Portrait and Life of the Author, 2l9.

boards.

CROSBY'S UNIVERSAL
GAZEITEER in MINIATURE, contaju-

ing e»ery Article in the most rscent and
expensive Gfogrmphical Works. A neat

pocket volume, 2s. -fid. boards, or bound ia

Alorocco, with tuck, Ss. 6d.

CROSBY'S POLITE LET-
TER writer, a great variety of plain,

easy, entertaining, and familiar Original

Letters on Friendship, Business, Lov», and

Education ; Forms of Petitions, Methods of

addressing Sujieriors, in writing and dis-

course ; Valuable Hints for Grammatical

Correctness; Modern Collection of Gen-

teel Complimentajy Cards; Useful Forms

in Law, &c. Price 2s. sewed, or 2s. 6d.

bound in red.

THE FRUGAL HOUSE-
WIFE; or Complete Woman Cook, with

the Art of Carving, Making Wines, Pre-

serving, &c. By J. CARTER. Tlie only

genuiiTe Edition, price Is. (5d.
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New Editions of Crosby's English, Cale-
doniHD, and Iriih Musical Repositories,
with considerable Additions and Im-
provements

THE ENGLISH MUSICAL
REPOSITORY, containing upwurds of 100
choice English Sonps, with the Music com-
posed by eminent Masters, adapted to the
Voice, Violin, and Flute, in a neat pocket
volume, embellished with two beautifaJ
plates, •*.;. 6d. boards.

THE CALEDONIAN MU-
SICAL REPOSITORY, containing a se-
lection of the most esteemed Scottish
Songs, set to Music. Uniformly printed,
and forming a Ck)iiip«nion to Crosby's Eug
lish Repository, with a Plate and Vignette,
4s. 6d. boards.

CROSBY'S IRISH MUSI-
CAL re; 031T0RY ; a Choice Selection
ol eftcemei, Iiish Songs, ail«p ed for the
Voice, Violin, and GerniKii TlDtc, Uni-
formly printed -with Crosby s Eu£;lish and
Caledonian Musical Reposifory, 4s. bds.

EDINBURGH MUSICAL
MISCELL.-iNY; a Choice Selection of
Sen! r ii, English, and Irish Soa^s, set to

Wusi( Intvo large, volumes, 85. boards

THE ]VnRROR OF WIT,
enlarged; being a Collection of the best
Bon Mots, laugh..ble Anecdotas, Witti-

cisms, &c, in the Eui^tish LaDgu-jge, Is. fid.

THE ENCYCLOPiEDIA of
LOVE : a Chotce Selection from tlie most
ci-lrhrattd Writers on that subject, 18mo.
4*. boards.

CROSBY'S Elegant Edition of

OVID'S PIECES on LOVE,
with Note- aD'l elegant Flares, in onp
bmutitul volume inn tine wove post paper,
hot pressed, wiih six superb proof plates,

i extra boards, 10s. 6d.

The Same on fine fooUcap. with plates,

6s. (id. extra boards, containing the Ait of
Love, The Kemedy of Love, The Art of
Beauty and Amours.

THE FABLES of FLORA.
By Di. LANGHORI^ ; wiUi Haidmg'.
Plates, drawn 'ly Stcthard, and engrdved
by Biirell, &c. &:c. printed in au elegaut

By T. W. BLAGDOK, Esq. .5s. boards
Tie Same Wcrtt, with Plates, coloured,

rict', 73. 6d.

. LORD BYRON'S (a Minor)
HOURS of IDLENF.SS' a Series of

Poems, OrigiDul ^ind TranslaLeti.6». boajds.

Virgiuibus \ ucrisquc canto. Jlcrncc.

He whistled as he went for want
o/thoucht. IH-i/den.

THE HISTORY of SPAIN,
from the ear.iest A.i lientic Accounts to

the present Time, with a Geograihical
View of the PeninsuU, by ALEXANDER
BEAUWOKT, Esq. 10s. 6d. boards.

Rural Sports.

A SUPPLEMENTARY Vo-
lume to Mr. BASIEL's RUR.AL
SPORTS, making the fourth, in Itrge and
small 4to. and 8vo. to mstch tho former
Editions, embelllsb«d with ft fine engraved
Head of the Author, &c. &c.
To prevent disappointments, nnd to en-

sure eailj imprt»sion& of the plates. Sub-
scribers ere desired to forward their names
without delay.

EFFUSIONS OF LOVE,
from Chatelar to Mary, Queen of Scotj,
consisting ofSongs,Sonnel«,Pown8, -Amours,
and I'ragments of that nnforlOBtte Prin-
cess. Price §s. boards, with no elMaat
Plate.

^

FALCONER'sSHIPWRECK,
with a Sketch ©f his Life, ne«tly print«d in
faulsuap 8vo. witli a frontispiece. 5!. eitra
hoards.

DONALDSON'S BRITISH
MISCELLANY, a pleasing Selection in
Vroae and Verse, 18mo. Ss. fid. boards.

NESBIT's Medical Guide for
tilt Invalid to the Principal Watering
Places of Great Britain, containing a View
'.f the Medical Effect* of Water, 12mo.
5s. 3J. boards.

NESBIT's NEW DICTION-
ARY of CHEMISTRY, 12mo. 85. 6d. bds.

BEWICK'S EDITION of
BU.NYAN'S PILGRIM'S PROGRESS,
complete, price ,3s. fid. or on fine paper,
price 6s. in one TtcM volume, duodecimo.

Ihc PILGRIM'S PROGRFSS froia thi«

world to ihat which is to com.; ; delivered
under the similitude of a Dream A New
Idiiion, in three piirts, divided int*
Chapters. By lOHN BUNYAN.
To which is added. Original Notes, ex-

planatory and practical, a Life of the Au-
j-hor, and a copious Index.

THE LIFE and SURPRIS-
ING ADVENTURES of BAMPKYLDE
MOORE. CARKW, King of th. Beggars,
conialuiug many entertaining particulars

of tliat exti-aorditary Man, not noticed in

any edition now extant, and a Kew Dic-
tionary of the Cant and Slang L-.ngi)ase.

Nea'ly primed in 12mo. and emt>ellished

with lour eiegaiii plates, pricf 3s. or on fine

paper, 48 fid. extra boards.

SHAW'S LECTURES on
ZOOI.OGV. 2 vols, royal

8vo. b<Mr.:5,3l. Ifis.— , 2 vols, demy 8\o. bds.

2!. 12s. fid.

• Zoolosy. vols. 1 to 8, «ach, bds.

21. 12s. fid.

, royal Ovo. vol. 1 to 8, each,

extra boards, 31. ifis.

Th« Ninth Volume, will be published in

the course of the Wiuter,
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OLDFIELD'S HISTORYj
of the HOUSE ol" COMMONS of GREAT
BRITAIN and IRELAND, from the
earliest period to the present time; to
which is add64, a Polirical and Pertonal
History of all the Boroughs, Cinque Ports,
Cities, and Counties in the United Kiug-
liora, in 4 vols. 8vo, price to Sub»eiil>ers,

^ 'beauties of ENGLAND
and WALES, or Origindl Delineations,
Topographical, Histoiical, and Descriptive
of each County, embellished with Engrav-
ings. By J. BRiriON, F.S.A. Vol 1 to
11, to be continued monthly, in Nos. demy
8vo, 2s. 6d. royal 4s. each number,

AN INQUIRY into the
CAUSES of ihe DECLINE and FALL of
POWERFULan.lWE VLTHY NATIONS,
with Charts, designed to show how the
prosfjerily of tne British Empire may be
prolonged, 4to. bds. 2is.

By W. PLAVFAIR.

THE UNIVERSAL FOR-
TUNE-TELLER, or Guide to the Secret
or Hidden Decrees of Fate, founded upon
the Wisdom of tlie Anciont Magi, and
confirmed by many years experience ; be-
in? a new and regular System for foretel-

ling future Events, and Contingencies; con
tainmg the Art of Divination by the
Sciences of Aitro'ogy, Physiognomy, Geo-
maacy, and Chiromancy or Psalmistry ; the
Siguificaliou of .Moles, and tne Method of
receiving Oracles by Dreams ; also Mathe-
matical Magi, &c. .tc. By Dr. PARKI NS

AMATORY, DESCRIP-
TIVE, and SENITMENTAL PIECES, in

Prose, triinsl.iteil and selected from Fa
shitPUHble .Autlmr?, 4s.

CROSBY'S NEW and COM-
PLETE POCKET GAZETTEER OF
ENGLAND and WALES ; or Traveller's

C' mpanioa : containing a Description of
each Town and romarkalde Villase, Suua-
tion. Extent, and Placeb adjactnl—Dis
tances and Means of Conveyance, Post
Hours, Bankers and Agents in London

—

Inns, Rpmarkrtlile Buildings, and Institu-

tions—Governmi nt and Customs—Market
Days, Fairs, Races, and Amusements,
Geatleiijen's Seals, Kemarkable Characters,
Map of England and Wales; also ano.her
of the Roads; fine demy Ss. extra boards.

" This is a very useful Work, contains a

large mass of inforniatuin ou several topiis

enumerated m the title, a.d appears to

have been ex''cutecl with considf rabieiare."
Crit. Revieu.Jan. 1807.

The BELl EVER'6 POCKET
COMPAN ION ; coutaiu'.ng a Nnni'oer ol

Passages (cliietly promrseo) selected from
the Siicre-J Writiiia^ , with Obbervations ir.

Prose and Veise. By the Rev. J. EVANS.

WATTS's"psiiLMS AND
KYMNS! a New and eieg.int Pocket Edi-
tion. .32;i.o. stereotyped, price 4>s or ele-

gantly bound 6s.

THE BRITISH TOURISTS»
01 Traveller's Companion Through Eng-
land, Wales, Scotland .ind Ireland, includ-
ing accurate Descriptions of every part of
the United Kingdom, and comprehending
the most celebrated and most interesting
Modern fours through every part of the
British Is! aids. By WILLIAM MAVOR,
LL.D. In six- elegant volumes, royal 18mo.
illustrated with coloured maps; th". third
edition, much improved and enlarged,
price 11. Ids. bds. or 21. 23. neatly bound.

B UT L E R's HUD IBRAS,
{Crosby and .Sutt.aby's Jbie edition), with
a Life and Notes, by GREY, and others,
and a Discourse on the Civil Wars, 2 vols.-
Simo. gs. boards,

Price 12s. boards, 2 vols, fine post 12mo;
A TREATISE on the PAS-

SIONS ILLUSTRATIVE of the HUMAN-
MIND, interspersed with Poetry, origiual
and selected.

'• The proper study of mankind is man.'
Pope,

TALES OF FORMER
TIMES, by A. ST. JOHN. In two vols, Qs.
embellished with two elegant plates.

LONDON CHARACTERS;
or. Fashions and Customs of the present
Century. By Sir BARNABY SKETCH-
WELL, Scene and Portrait Painter to the
Argyle Rooms, and other places of elegant
Ue:,ort. Third Edition, in two volumes,
emtiellished with appropriate Engraving^s,
l6i. boards.

N B, Three large Impressions of this
popular Work were sold in a few months.

In two neat volumes, 10s. boards,

TALES of (he MANOR;
consisting of the History of the Marchese
Di Vincent i-Contmualiou of Ditto—The
Wusi.- Driver—Siveel William—Invalid Of-
fice:-—Aiehnda, or the Wanderers—Conclu-
sion of jMelinda, or the Wanderers—The
Tale of Almeyda— Benzehno, the Floren-
tine Jit reliant, or Love Triumphant—The
Garden of Leisure.

THE PRIVATE HISTORY
of the CO U'JiT of ENGLAND 12i.

" Ainsi va le Monde."
N. B. The Author is highly gratified

with tiie warm reception her work h/.s met
uith, several thousends haxing been sold
rtiihin tw'lve months, and another impres-
sion den.ar.de. i by the public.

LH^^E and ADVENTURES
of DON QUIXOTE, by C. JARVIS, Esq.
A'i h a Liieof the Author; a new edition,
einb-lhshcd with 17 fcle4.an, plates, 2 vols.
8vo. 25;, houds.

LIFE ofABRAHAM NEW-
LAND, Esq. late priiulpd Casltier of the
-Jaiik of -Eu^laml, embellished with a line
Portrait, 53. li-^ards.

YOUNG on the NATURE
and 'ACTION of CANCERS, rovai iSoao.
-Is. 6d. boards.
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Foolscap 8to. with wood cuts, price 4»-. 6<i

extra boards.

WILD FLOWERS ; or, Pas-
toral and Lociil Poetry. By ROBERT
BLOOMFIELD.
By the samp AuthT, uniform with above,

THE FARMER'S BOY, a Rural Poem,
with wood cuts, 43. fid. boards.

RUliAL TALES. BALLADS, and
SONGS, ditto, 4s. 6d. boards.

THE BANKS of WYE, with copper
plates, 5s. bds,

Also in 2 vols, demy lamo. price 85, bds.

HIS WORKS, strrentj-ped. with wood
cuts; containing The Farmer's Boy ; Rural
Tales, Wild Flowers, and Good Tidiugs
from the Farm.

SMELLIE^s EDITION of
.rtUFFOiN'S NVrURALHISTOllY. coa-
sisting of Buds, Quadrupeds. &c. A new
Ed.tion, im^'rovcd by Mr. Wood, 20 vols,

ttvo. 121. boards

GUTHRIE'S MODERN
GEOGllAPHlCAL GRAMM.'\a. a new
Edition, with cousiderable Additions and
Improvements, in one lari^e 4to. s'ol. with
a large folio Atlas, engraved for this Edi-
tion ; extra boards, .11. 13s. fid.

An Abridgement of the above, royal 8vo,
witli Maps, boards, 18*.

Ditto, demy 870. witli maps, 183. bound;
ditto, 18mo. with maps, bound, 6s.

Atlas, .separate folio, half bound,
Sl$. fid. 8vo. half bound 12s.

New and Popular Novels and Romances.
JUST PUBLISHED,

ALTNDA; or, the Child of
Mystery : in four vols, by the Author of the
Castle of Taritfa ; 20s. boards.

ARETAS, in four vols. By
Miss EMMA PARKER, author of Elfrida,

Heiress of Belgro^e, and Virginia, or the

Peace of Amiens ; 24s. boards.

THE CASTLE of TARIFFA,
in four vols, by the Author of Eva of Cam-
bria, and Ora and .lulitt, 20s.

THE LIBERAL CRITIC;
•r, Memoirs of Henry Percy. By THOMAS
ASIIE, Esq. Author of the Spirit of the

Book, &c. ; Sit. boards.

VIRGINIA; or, the Peace
of Amiens: by Emma Parker, Author of

Elfrida ; 4 vols. 24s. boards.

The WELSH MOUNTAIN-
EERS, by Mr. MOWER, 2 vols. 8s.

The DEAD LETIER OF-
FICE, in 2 vols. 10s.boar<ls, by the Author
of Cnrinna of England, Banks of the Wye,
and Winter in Bath, &c.

HENRY and ISABELLA;
or, the Reverses of Fortune, in two large

Tols. 10s. boards.

NOT AT HOME, a Drama,

ELFRIDA ; or, the Heiress
of Bcl?rove, in four vol;. 203. boards, by
Miss EMMA PARKER.
SMITH'S OLD MANOR-

HOUSE ; new Edition, 2 vols. 10s. bds.

RED TYGER; or, Truth
Will Out. a Novel, after the style of
Smollelt, 2 vols. Qs. boards.

DELMORE; or. Modern
Friendship, 3 v&ls. 12s. boards; by Mrs.
ROBERTS, Dedicated to the Princess of
Wales.

^MYSTERIOUS GENTLE-
MaN FARMER; or, the Disguises of
Love: by Mrs. Corrv,3 vols. 13s. fid. bds.

BANKS of the WYE; or,

Two Summers at Clifton : 4 vols. 13s. bds.

The CORINNA of ENG-
LAND, and a Hero in the Shade, « Ro-
mance, in 2 vols. 8s. boards.

THEODORE ; or, the Peru-
vians, with an elegant plate. 4?. fid. boards.

The FATAL VOW ; or, St.

Michael's Monastry ; a Romanc e, in 2 vols.

Qs. boards. Bv LATIIOM.
BLACK'ROCK HOUSE ; or.

Dear Bought Experience; 3 vols. 15s. bds.

by DALLAS, 23.

Nearly Ready for Publication.

POTT'S COMPENDIOUS
LAW DICTIONARY, of the Terms and
the Law itself, 12mo. A new Edition,

brought down to the end of the last Session

of Parliament. A few Copies are priuted on
large paper, witli margin foi observations,

^A SUPPLEMENTARY VO-
LUME to Mr. DANIEL'S RURAL
SPORTS, on large and small 4to and 8vo.

to match the former Editions, embellished

with ;; fine Engravetl Head of the Author,
&c.
To ensure early impressions of the plates,

Subscribers are desired to forward their

names without delay.

DOMESTIC MANAGE-
MENT; or. Healthful Cookery Book: a

new and much improved Edition.

A NEW and UNIFORM
EDITION, in 6 large vols. 8vo. of the late

REV. WILLIAM ROM AIM E'S WORKS,
with his Life and Portrait.

OLDFIELD's HISTORY of

the HOUSE of Commons of GREAT BRI-

TAIN ind IRELAND, and the Boiough*

of tbe United Kingdom, has been unavoid.

ably delayed, by the unexpected dissolu-

tion of Parliament, but will soon be ready.

Subscriptions will continue to be received by

all Booksellers to the day of Publication,

after wbith tke price must be advanced.
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